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THE fubjet of the preſent piece, is taken from 
a Tragedy wrote by that juſtly-admired French poet 
and dramatic writer, Monſieur Cornz1LLE : The 
learned reader will obſerve, that the author has 
adopted the ſame characters, and attended to the 
like management and diſpoſition obſerved by the 
French original as to incident and fable; the plot 
being neceſſarily conſtant, he has made the reſt his 
own :—Thus, whilſt he has endeavoured to preſerve 
inviolate the reputation of ſo eminent a French. 
writer, he has likewiſe been ambitious to aflert 
the ſuperiority of the Britiſh drama. Not many 
years ſince Mr. AxTHUR Muxeny, whoſe genius 
for dramatic writing is not a little diſtinguiſhed by 
a cloſe attention to antient compoſition, publiſhed 
a Tragedy, which was afterwards repreſented on 
the ſtage entitled © The Rival Siſters” - founded 
on the like ſtory. In his Preface to which, he 
tells us, that he has entered into competition with 
the French original ; this he has endeavoured to do, 
by the introduction of new and fiftitious machinery. 
How difficult the attempt, may be collected from the. 
want of ſucceſs frequently attending ſuch inventions, 
as thereby the native excellencies of the orginal 
5 | are. 


11 
are often concealed from public view, —the paſſions 
leſs forceably touched and awakened, and Nature's 
beſt colourings often violated and tranſgreſſed; not 
to mention the unpardenable- injury offered to 
hiſtoric tradition, by the miſrepreſentation of facts: 
Theſe faults, the author of the preſent piece has en- 
deavoured principally to avoid, by neither adding to, 
nor changing the fable on the one part, nor muti- 
lating i it on the other, but preſenting to the reader, 


in their true and natural colours, the genuine ſenti- 


ments and ſpirit of the original. 
For the information of thoſe, that may not be 


acquainted with the Grecian mythology reſpecting 


this piece, the author begs leave to add the follow- 
ing fabulous hiſtory, as handed down to us. 
In Athens, and Megara, two famous cities in 
Greece, were inſtituted public games for the exerciſe 
of the youth, and prizes were uſually beſtowed on 
thoſe that ſignalized themſelves, here, the princes 
and: nobility, neighbours of theſe ſtates, frequently 
reſorted, to acquire glory; Androgeos, the ſon of 
Minos king of Crete, conſtantly. was preſent, and 
had the good fortune molt commonly to bear away 
the prize; the glory which this young prince had 
obtained inſpired his competuors, in Athens and 
Megara, with jealouſy, who traiterouſly flew him. 
King Minos could not ſuffer ſuch. treachery to go 
unpuniſhed, but inſtantly raiſed a conſiderable army, 
and aſſembled all his forces againſt theſe two cities, 
of which he ſoon made bimſelf maſter, and obliged 
thoſe he conquered, to ſend him every year ſeven 
young 
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young men, and as many young women, the moſt 
diſtinguiſhed in rank, to be ſhut up priſoners in the 
Labyrinth, which was a ſtrong priſon, the architect 
whereof was Dedalus, the moſt ingenious artiſt of 
his time, there to be devoured by a cruel monſter 
called the Minotaur ;—Dedalus the contriver of 
this priſon, was ſo expert in mechanics, that it is re- 
ported of him, that he had the ſecret of making him- 
ſelf wings ſo as to be able to fly with their aſſiſtance, 


and defended the priſon ſo well, that it was impoflible 


toeſcape from thence, whilſt thoſethat were encloſed 
therein could neither diſcover nor trace the avenues 
thereof. The Minotaur was the fon of Paſipha& by 
Taurus, an inhuman monſter, who put to death all 
thoſe the king confined it. Theſeus, was one of 
thoſe noble Athenians on whom the lot fell, to be 
ſent to Crete, and he was of courſe expoſed to this 
ſavage monſter; a prince before that time, known 
for his great valour, and who had all the advantages 
one could defire in a perſon of his birth; Ariadne 
the king's daughter, was touched with his misfor- 
tune, and from pity gradually conceived a paſſion 
for him, which induced her to embrace the raſh re- 
ſolution of delivering him from the Minotaur, and 
to provide him with the means of eſcaping from the 
Labyrinth, giving him a thread or clue, to direct 
his ſteps, and to make his eſcape, when he ſhould. 

have killed the Minotaur ;—Theſeus providentially - 
ſlew this monſter, and fled with the Athenian youths, 


his companions, whom he allo delivered; bringing 


Ariadne with him, to the iſland of Naxos. Whether 
9 it 
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it was, that this princeſs was no longer pleaſing 
to Theſeus; or whether as this piece informs us, 
he conceived other more intereſting engagements, 

he had the cruelty to prove inconſtant in love, and 

to abandon her, forgetful of the great benefits he 
received from her; and, to compleat his perfidy, left 

her in this iſland, and fled in company with her 
ſiſter Phædra to Athens.—Hiſtory further tells us, 

ſhe was at her death tranſlated to the Heavens, 
amongſt the number of conſtellations, | 


PROLOGUE, 


PROS O O Uu 


OUR Author, well deſerves the name of Rover, 
To Crete he travels, for a conflant lover, 

As if at home, we boaſted not enough, 

Of truth, fidelity, and ſuch-like fluff: 

Had he enquir d amongſt the native fair, 

In Britain's empire, he had found him there 
Free from the maze of Labyrinth and evil, 

Jt had been more becoming, and more civil, 

But France, he ſays, the firfl example taught, 
From Greece a matchleſs maid as heroine ſought, 
Our Author, ſure, ſhould be efleemd no leſs, 
He cloaths his heroine in an Engliſb dreſs. 

A rara avis Ariadne ſeems, 

With all her virtues, Grecian Fable tems ! 
And tho one peerleſs Lady makes ſuch pother, 
Tho ſcarce in Crete, you could ſele another, 
Our Poet proves, whateer ih attempt befal, 
That * Britiſh maids are Ariadnes all ; 

He ſails this night in ſearch of public fame, 
And fain your int reft in his cauſe would claim, 
Yonder's the Labyrinth, where Critics fit ! 

The Boxes! Gallery! good Lord, the Pit! 

To give him courage, reſts alone on you, = 

To ſave him harmleſs, you muſt give the Clue. 


— 
* This Play was originally intended for the Kogliſh Stage. 
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Ex ARus, King of Naxos. 
THESEVs, Son of Ecxvs, King of ATHENs. 
PerITHOUS, Son of Ix1oN, King of the LaeritTn s. 


AR cs, an Officer of Naxos, Friend to ENARUs. 
WOMEN. 
ArrapNve, Daughter of Mixos, King of CRE TE. 
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ACT,L..SCENE I. 
ENARUS and ARCAS. 


ENARUS. 


DisTrRactmG cares, my Arcas, rend my breaſt, 
And the falſe gleam of joy which vainly ſpread 
Within my ſoul a ſcene of ſweet content, 
Is now o'ercaſt with ſullen clouds of grief; 
Perithous, friend of Theſeus, is arriv'd, 
His abſence, but deferr'd the bridegroom's lot 
And promis'd nuptials—all my hopes expire, 
Fed by delay, and nouriſh'd hy occaſion. 
| ARCAS. 

It ſeems the beauteous Ariadne is the cauſe, 
That ſtirs this hopeleſs paſſion in your veins ; 
*Tis madneſs to oppoſe the will of Fate; | 


Her love diſtinguiſh'd Theſeus from the reſt, 
| B He 
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He found no rival in her father's court, 

By her, he '[cap'd the ſnares of cruel Minos; 
The mazy labyrinth, with all its wiles, 

Slew the fell monſter, who, with ſavage rage, 
Deſtroy'd ſuch numbers of th' Athenian youth. 
Think not, my liege, you can ſupplant her love; 
For, tho' protection to the wand'ring pair 

With bounteous hoſpitality you gave, 
The ſolemn purpoſe of their flight you knew, 

| You, who ſo often urg'd the rites delay'd a 
With — zeal, and preſs'd their conſummation, 
: ENARUS. 

Diſtruſt muſt needs ariſe, when Athens prince; 
Whoſe love ſhould know no change, indifferent proves, 
To ſee them join'd, in. Hymen's nuptial bands, 

My ſoul had long conſented ; nor had Ariadne 
Inſpir'd a thought within, my tortur'd breaſt, 
Beyond the firſt ſurpriſe—but now her charms 
With power reſiſtleſs, burſt upon my light. 
Why could not Theſeus ſeize the proffer'd joy? 
Not linger out a tedious courſe of love, 
Until Perithous, bis friend, arriv'd; 
| Whilſt other beauties, now within my court, 
His eaſy ſoul, and way'ring, thoughts engage, 
With jealous rage, ſo common to their lex, | 
Eager to make a conqueſt of his heart: 
Hence ſpring my hopes, and hence. this ſweet commotion, 
Perhaps, by raſh preſumption over-rated. | 
ARCAS, 
When men are found, with ſouls of ſuch contexture, 
Together link d, by Friendſhip's ſacred bonds, 
Urg'd by one will, and by like paſſions ſir d, 
It is not ſtrange, that Theſeus ſhould delay 
The bliſs reſerv'd, by wedding Ariadne; 
For ſure his boſom muſt dilate with joy 
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To ſee his friend Perithous in Naxos, | 
With him, to ſhare his glory and his fame, 
And pour bis inmoſt ſoul within is bofom. 
But ſay, has'this-reſpe@ to Friendfhip's:haws, 
Rous'd the too- jealous breaſt of Ariadne ? 
Provok d the fair with moſt becoming pride, 


In ſpight of all her conſtancy and truth, 
To flight the prince, aud treat his love with ſcurn. 
ENARUS. 
This, Arcas, this my tortur'd fancy wounts, 
And to perceive the unabating flame, 
Preſerv'd by Ariadne for my rival, 


Already have my eyes, my thoughts expreſs 
The broken ſighs, that rend my hab'ring heart; 
Nay more, my tongue have fighified my lee; 
But ſhe, ſtill faithful to the prince ſhe fav'd, 
With all his virtues flrongly prepoſſeſs d, 
Only in preſence of ker witneſſing train, 
Hath hitherto my viſits entertained; 
Her ſiſter, Phædra, would beguile iny cares, 
And fain would ſoothe the anguiſh of my mind; 
Whilſt I, the fond idea doom'd to cherith, | 
No ray of hope, no flatt'ring proſpect near, 
Imbibe the treach'rous poĩſon in my veins, 
And obſtinately triumph in my pain. 
| ARCAS, 
When Phzdra deigns to ſoothe your hopeleſs flame, 
The pains you ſuffer leſs indulgence claim; 
How could ſuch ſoft perfection, ſcape your eyes? 
Such winning grace, as that which Phædra boaſts; 
Whoſe youthful pulſe was ne'er diſturb'd by love. 
Her offices, beſpeak a ſweet concern; 
And well deſerve, your royal admiration. 
ENARUS. | 
Such is the ſtrange caprice diſelos'd by love, 
And fuch the raſh reſolves that ſpring therefrom 
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Tho' Phædra boaſted more exalted charms, 
Than thoſe which lovely Ariadne owns, 
Such dazzling beauty could not move my ſoul ; 
Whereas, a with exprefs'd, nay more, a word, 
Had fix'd her mine beyond a rival's power, 
But yet nor reaſon nor diſcretion's laws + 
Can curb the ſallies of diſtemper'd love, 
The blind effuſions of a ſudden flame, 
Empaſſioned ſouls too commonly enſlave, 
And by a ſecret, active power unknown, 
Draw us at will, without our knowing why. 
When once the rebel love affails our veins, 
No peace ſurvives, to calm the troubled breaſt. 
Of this, my paſſion is a proof ſevere, 
The tumults, it has caufed can beſt explain 
How weak is reaſon when oppos'd to love ; 
Since Phædra only my eſteem ſecures ; 
Whilſt Ariadae triumphs o'er my heart. 
ARC AS. 
Does Enarus poſſeſs the throne of Naxos? 
Inveſted only with a falſe authority, 
|! The hand that wields the ſceptre, can ſecure 
| The quick poſſeſſion of the maid you love, 
Pre-eminence like yours, approves the act, 
All oppolition's vain, that wars with power.— 
ENARUS.. 
Is Enarus to honour's inſtinct dead? 
Honour, the brighteſt gem that ſtation wears, 
= Thus coward, to ſucceed by baſe conſtraint, 
Why wound the nobler feelings of the mind? 
Know'ſt thou not, Arcas, that my ſoul abjures 
1 The mean reſource, of triumphing by force; 
An act, that would authority diſgrace, 
4 And facred hoſpitality offend, 
1 Beſides, what hopes {rom ſacrilege like this? 
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Can odious tyranny ſubdue the mind, 
Or change the fix'd attachment of the ſoul ? 
Theſeus, for ſplendid virtue is-renown'd, 
She ſaw him, ſtraight bewail'd his fate, and jord him: 
Vain the attempt her paſſion to controul, , 
Her conſtancy all violence. defies ]. 
And ſure her ſoul muſt with contempt reject 
The offer of a heart in ſuch diſguiſe; 
Better, my Arcas, try to earn eſteem, 
Since cruel love reſiſts my hopeleſs flame | 
Great ſouls are known by their illuſtrious deeds, 
And mine, in ſpight of all the pangs it feels, 

. Diſclaims the imputation of diſhonour : 
But ſee, the princes come | —— _ 

Enter THESEUS and PERITHOUS. 

EN ARUS fo PERITHOUS. - 

At length, Perithous greets the ſhore of Has, 
Thrice welcome to th' expecting breaſt of Theſeus, 
To ſee his friend, once more, muſt ſwell with joy 
His faithful boſom, which ſo long deſir'd, 

This laſt, convincing token of his friendſhip. 
PERITHOUS. 

The joy he feels, is paid with intereſt here ; 

For judge what tranſports muſt diſtend my breaſt, 
After the painful rigours he ſuſtain'd, 

A fated victim ſet apart by lot, 

To ſate the vengeance of the Cretan monſter : 
Once more to ſee him in this peaceful iſle, 
Whoſe death by all was deem'd inevitable, 

E ach honour paid him, that his merit claims 
Reverſe of chance propitious ! — Athens no more 
Groans from the weight of this deteſted tribute, 
Releas'd by the heroic arm of Theſeus. 
The joyful news firſt made me fly to Athens, 
Where certain information I received, 
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That Theſeus here, expected his Perithous. 
Sudden, I bent my eager courſe: to Naxos | 
When giving looſe to all the warmth of friendſhip, 
A tender and a fweet return J find, ; 
From him, whom kings have bonour'd with their ſarours. 
| ENARUS. | 
How bleſt i is Theſeus, dleſt dejund epmpene, 
Poſſeſs d of every joy, that friendſhip yields, 
Hearts, warm' d alike hy the ſame generous flamme, 
Their deareſt intereſts can with eaſe devote, 
A ſacrifice, at Friendſhip's godlike ſhrine. 
THESEUS. 
Appearances too often prove deceitful. 
He beſt deſerves to be accounted happy, | 
Whoſe mind with outward-circurnſtance accords. 
Preſs'd, with the weight of favours from your hand, 
My ſoul, unable to repay the debt, 
Sinks from a ſtate of peace, to diſeontent. 
| 'ENARUS, 
Thoſe acts of mine, which you'interpret favouts, 
But trifles are in oblipation's ſcale; 
Yet were they ſuch as merited return; 
Altho' your life, and hondur you'deriv'd, 
By ſpecial favour, from my royal word: 
One way, you might ſo great a debt repay. 
THESEUS. | 
Which way? explain my liege, and teach my heart, 
How beſt the grateful tribute to convey; 
My ardent breaſt exults in the idea, 
The generous favours, which you late beſtow'd. 
The ſafe aſylum granted to a ſtranger, 
Beyond my poor ability demands, 
What Theſeus cannot boaſt, becoming proofs, 


ENARUS. 
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ENARUS. 

Theſeus, beware l nor let your: forward heat 
Unbounded ſpring, beyond diſcretionꝰs line. 
The grateful ſoul, and unſuſpeQting heart, 

By inconſiderate zeal may be 
And by ingenious fallacy. abus d: 
You think too nobly of me: believe: me, Theſe ua, 
What now your gratitude would lightly prize, 
Might coſt you worlds of! bitter care hereafter, 
And plunge you into unexpected ruin 
THESEUS. 
Doubt you my zeal, my liege ?: 

| ENARUs. 

No ! but its too licentious fire would curb 
Be happy in the friendſhip of Perithous 
Enjoy the ſmiles of beauteous Ariadne ; 

Feaſt on her charms ;—but whather would my tongue: 

Betray the wild chimeras of my brain? 

Theſeus, I pray, yon may forgive my ſpeech, 

Nor ſtrive to underſtand what wounds your peace; 5 
My glory, honour, and my truth demand it. 


PBKITHOUS. 

The king, in dark enigmas, would conceal 
The ſecret ſprings and workings of his ſoul ; 
But in the warmth of overſtrain'd expreffion 
Methinks, a paſhon, near allied to love, 

For Ariadne has diſcover'd. | 
| THESEUS. 

T know it all, his love full well I know; 
From the firſt moment it infpir'd that flame, 
Which now his breaſt with mad'ning rage affails ; 
And yet, Perithous, I can ſee unmov'd, 


The ſpreading evil, free from love's alarms. 


PERITHQYS. 
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: PERITHOUS. 
What would not lovely Ariadne feel, 

Did ſhe from accident, in ought conceive, 

Deipair or jealouſy diſturb'd your peace ? 

Juſt now, I left the ever-blooming maid, 

On whoſe enchanting ſpeech well pleas'd I hung, 

Employ'd in praiſes of the gallant Theſeus. 

Sure, never loye like hers, was found on earth, 

Scorning the perils of ignoble flight, t Ip 

To ſwell your glory, and her truth approve.—— 

THESEUS, 
Would I had leſs her conſtancy engag'd ! 

Had Ariadne lefs concern beſtow'd, 

Had I appear'd lefs fplendid in her eyes, 

This weight of ſad perplexity, had ne'er 

With delicate.diſtreſs, conſum'd my ſoul; 

But now abandon'd, my Perithous, . 

To wretched care, and 2a 637 i 
PERITHOUS ( interrupting him. 5 
Heavens! do I live to hear from Theſeus month? ul 

Such blaſphemy, *gainſt love's religious laws ? 

Could worth like her's, deſerve this ccol return ? 

She, whoſe divine accompliſhments muſt ſtrike, 

Even ſcepter'd kings with pious adoration ; ' 

Whilſt you, the proffer'd gem would hold ſo cheap, 

To matchleſs beauty dead, and bright perfection. 

THESEUS. 8 
Too well I know her faſcinating charms, 

My eyes, my reaſon, all confeſs her worth; 

And love, encourag'd by the ſweet conviction, 

An advocate would preſs me in her ſervice; 

But love's allurements, fail to bind the ſoul, 

If not at firſt embarraſs'd in its wiles 

Before diſcretion, with deliberate air, 

Weighs every argument on either fide ; 


Whereby 
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Whereby the judgment coolly may diſcern, 
Betwixt blind love, and ſober inclination. 
PE RITHOUS. * 
Ungrateful prince ! ſhall Ariadne's worth, 
The perils which ſhe ſuffered, in her flight, 
With all thoſe train of ills, be now forgot ? 
The gen'rous maid, who ſav'd you from deſtruQion 
And thro' the Labyrinth's perplexing ways, 
Your waad'ring ſteps ſueceſe fully directed. 
THESEUS. - 
But for her help, Perithous, I confeſs, 
Deſpair had wrapp'd me in eternal gloom, 
Had not her love aſſum'd the air of pity, 
And ſo the lot, to which I was decreed, 
Moſt luckily revers'd. To her I owe 
The freedom I enjoy, nay more, my life, 
And tho', to overlook ſuch matchleſs charms © 
With cool inſenfibility, deſerves 
The keeneſt arrows vengeance can ſelec ; 
Yet ſtill my heart, no ſecret tumult feels. N 
Love thro' my frame, involuntary ſports, 
And aims it's blunt artillery in vainz 
Whilſt conſcience, whiſp'ring to my tortur'd bs; 
Brands me in private with the name of traitor. 
Alas! how hard the conflict, which confounds 
The ties of friendſhip, gratitude, and love. 
PERITHOUS. 
Theſeus, I know your merit claims regard |! 
And Ariadne, conſcious of your worth, 
Adores your virtues with a lover's phrenzy, 
And in return, expects to be belov'd. 
Think you, the many ſolemn proteſtations, 
The oaths, the thouſand ſoft profeſhons 
That *ſcap'd your lips, with ſuch religious fervour, 
Could bribe her ſoul, to think it an illuſion. 


C | THESEUS. 
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THESEUS. 5 
Her benefits are lodg'd within my breaſt, 

My ſoul, in duty, with eſteem regards her; 

Nay more, would love her, was my paſſion free; 

But the too ſubtle flame, knows no controul : 

Was it of ſmall account, to leave a father, 

To riſque ſuch perils, and to ſave my life ? 

Yet this, methinks, Perithous might content her, 

The conſcious breaſt, is virtue's bright reward ; 

But generous love, to freedom is allied, 

Nor meanly ſtoops to infamous conſtraint. 

What ſprang from gratitude, by Ariadne, 

Erroneouſly was conſtrued into love. 

The duties which I ow'd her, have undone me, 

And wore an aſpect, which deceiv'd myſelf ; 

But ſoon, the anguiſh which I felt therefrom, 


The artful trick, unravelled to my view; 


Too late convinc'd me, of this cruel truth, 
That love is often founded in appearance 


But Phzdra's charms, have, with a ſudden flame, 


Subdu'd my ſoul, whilſt every moment brings 
New fuel to my tranſports.— 
PERITHO Us. 
Could Ariadne's ſiſter work this change ? 
| THESEUS, — 
No wonder, my Perithous, ſuch charms 
As thoſe, which Phædra eminently boaſts, 
Should draw the ſoul, by their ſuperior luſtre. 
"Tis true I love her - deep within my heart, 
In glowing characters, her goodneſs dwells, 
Effect of love ſpontaneous - hilſt with pride, 
My boſom whiſpers, ſhe approves my paſſion. 
| PERITHOUS, 
Does Phedra own a like regard for Theſeus ? 
9 N THESEUS, 


1 1 2 
THESEUS. 
Sure I'm deceiv'd, or elſe her eyes pronounce it. 
The love I claim from Phædra may exiſt, 
Without infringement of thoſe other ties, 
Thoſe ſoft regards, that tranquilly prevail 
Within one ſiſter's boſom toward another. 
Paſſions ſo different are with eaſe diſtinguiſh'd, 
And tho! love's tumults may diſturb the frame, 
The pleaſing anguiſh ſoon we learn to bear; 
Our paſſions mutual, as our hearts the ſame. 
Phzdra alone, my raptur'd boſom fires ; 
Long ſince, mine eyes the fatal ſecret publiſh'd ; 
And oft, methinks, ſhe wiſhes Ariadne 
Had leſs confided in my ſeeming truth, 
Still as ſhe would inſtruct me in her love ; 
Yet Ariadne, ſpight of mean ſuſpicion, 
With calm indifference can ſee, unmov'd, 
The fond attentions I at times employ, 
When in her preſence oft with gallant pride, 
A few diſtinguiſh'd beauties I've ſelected, 
Amidit the female circle that frequent 
And grace the court, in homage to their prince. 
Alas ! how weak the artifice, to ſhake 
Her conſtant breaſt, where love and honour reign: 
Blameleſs herſelf, a ranger to deceit, 
She deems the favours, which ſhe late conferr'd, 
A ſhield, ſufficient gainſt ſuch ſtrange alarms. 
PERITHOUS, 
Civilities like theſe but heighten rank, 
And often are beſtow'd, with cool indifference ; 
But want the force, to captivate the heart : 
Muſt Ariadne's boſom be diſturb'd, | 
Whoſe tongue proclaims the conſtancy of 'Theſeus ? 
Why could you thus, the generous maid deceive, ' 
The fatal ſecret, from her ſoul conceal, 
For three whole months, you waited my arrival? 


1 


THESEUS. 
To feed the flame, that Enarus conſumes, 
Which, tyrant-like, invades his royal breaſt, 
That ſo, my Phædra's love I might ſecure, 
And from a marriage, diſengage my faith, *\ 
Which woes me, only with conſtrain'd embrace, 
And would my liberty, and will enſlave. 
PERITHOUS. 

But „ the ſolemn myſteries defer? 
Now, that in Naxos, Theſeus ſees his friend, 
Since time hath wrought no change in Ariadne.— 


THESEUS. 

Did ever violence like this enjoin 
Such crue] penance on a grateful mind ? 
For ſure, the fatal ſecret to diſcover, 
Muſt wound the tender breaſt of Ariadne, 
But tho? it coſt me life, I will reveal it. [Paufing. 
What would my love ſuggeſt ?—my friend muſt bear 
The cruel news to my deliverer's ear: 
Perithous beſt can witneſs my remorſe, 
In language, more intelligent, can paint 


"Phe conflict, love and conſtancy occaſion ; 


But, as you prize the ſacred ties of Friendſhip, 
Let not the name of Phzdra 'ſcape your lips, 
Leſt quick deſpair impel the injtr'd maid, 
With rage implacable, to ſeek revenge, 
And to forget the love ſhe bears a ſiſter ! 
Fix her ſuſpicion, near ſome other object, 
That ſo by this deceit, my Phædra may 
'The fierce combuſtion of her rage evade. 
* PERITHOUS, 

My tongue ſhall uſe diſcretion in its office, 
Tho”, from my heart, your perjury I hate: 
For juſtly, might I dread her indignation, 
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Did I too faithfully the truth report; 
That taſk be his, who ſhameleſs can reſiſt, 
The delicate compunctions, caus'd by pity: 
Be mine, to ſoothe the tumults of her heart, 
Jo ſpeak of Enarus, his hopeleſs paſſion, 
The tenderneſs he bears for Ariadne, 
And with ingenious ſubtlety, to ſound 
Her ſerious inclination towards him : 
But Phædra comes—'tis fit I ſhould retire. 
; Exit Perith. 
THESEUS. 1 
Oh * conceit ! *tis ſhe herſelf, 
And grace, with ſweet proportion, ſteps before her ; 
Whilſt beauty, love, and ever-winning ſoftneſs, ' 
Like ſtars thick-ſtudded, ſhed their luſtre round her. 
Enter PHADRA. 
THESEUS fo PHADRA. 
Has Phædra yet reſolv'd, or doubting ſtill, 
Does Theſeus' ardour, but inſpire regret, 
Perithous, his preſence rids ſuſpenſe, 
The cauſe remov'd, neceſſity prevails, 
And Love commands, that with convenient ſpeed, 
The ſecret of my ſoul be ſtraight reveal'd. 
All fears are vain—Let Phædra but approve, 
What greater bliſs can fruitful fancy hope ? 
 PHADRA. 
Theſeus himſelf ſhall anſwer for my love, 
Tho” once, methinks, to own it, means for ever: 
The gen'rous ſoul, diſdains all low deception, 
And Phzdra, ſtruggling with her headſtrong oY 
Dares not her heart impartially examine, - 
But ſhrinks convicted, from th' ungrateful office. 
What, tho' I love you, ſhall I ceaſe to ſnare 
The cruel pangs that muſt await a ſiſter ? 
Robb'd of your heart, in ſpight of all her hopes, 
And that all-conqu'ring flame, that bade her truth 
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Such fearful ills, to combat in your favour, 
Think you, that Phædra's boſom reſts at eaſe ? 
Whilſt Ariadne, made the ſport of love, 
Sees that, in the poſſeſſion of another, 
To which alone ſhe claims a juſt pretenſion 
But why of Fate, or Deſtiny complain ? 
The fix'd decrees of Love omnipotent ; 
In vain the conteſt, to its power I yield, 
Nor deprecate the ſtroke, tho? arm'd with ruin; 
But ſtill, the vows you made to Ariadne, 
The gratitude you owe her. — 
THESEUS { interrupting ber.) 
Oh talk not of the ſenſe of obligations ! 
The memory of which torments my ſoul. 
Phædra herſelf, can witneſs my diſtreſs, 
The fruitleſs means I frequently devis'd, 
Inſtead of cool, diſpaſſionate regard, 
To cheat my mind, by feigning an affection; 
A crime, perhaps, that had deſerv'd your hate, 
Did not my Phædra, with compaſſion urge, 
The cruel taſk, in pity to a ſiſter ; 
But who ſhall dare to call attachment love? 
Devoid of every other ſoft emotion, 
Such as my ſoul conceives, for beauteous Phædra, 
For whilſt my duty flows to Ariadne, 
The reflux caus'd by Phædra's ſoft attractions, 
Draws my too-willing boſom, to that ſphere, 
Where love, with ſovereign rule, deſpotic reigns. 
_PHUEDRA. 
What muſt the injur'd Ariadne feel ? 
If perfidy like this, my foul approv'd; 
Had ſome leſs conſtant maid, preferr'd her claim, 
Perhaps, in Phædra, ſhe had found a rival; 
Say, ſhall a ſiſter's int'reſt be forgot, 
W hoſe early virtues, all my ſoul engag'd ? 
— The 
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The gen'rous breaſt abjures ſuch foul deceit, 
Bids me reject the proffer'd love of Theſeus, 
Which otherwiſe, with pride, I had accepted, 
For ſuch, is Ariadne's love for Theſeus, 
And ſuch the ſoft contexture of her ſoul. 
Deſpair like this, would wound her peace for ever; 
At once her quiet and exiſtence end. 
No more your ſuit, with raſh preſumption urges 
The conſequence is fatal. 

THESEUS. 

Firſt teach me, not to love, to that exceſs, 

To taſte of bliſs, and then to bid farewell 
To all thoſe joys, that ſweet perception yields; 
Firſt tear your lovely image from my breaſt, 


Which time nor circumſtance can ought deface ;z 
But think not, that my reaſon can controul, \ 


The feveriſh phrenzy, of my love · ſick breaſt, 
The flame, that Phezdra's heav'nly charms inſpire. 
PH DRA. 

To ſhun this evil, one expedient ſerves. 
Remove, from what offends your peace ſo much, 
Fly the contagion, caus'd by Phædra's preſence, 
A ſcheme, that muſt redound to Theſeusꝰ glory; 
Love takes a deeper root within the breaſt, 

The more the fond idea is indulg'd, 

Reaſon approves, the facrifice of that, | 

Which cheriſh'd once, would tend to our undoing. 
THESEUS. 


Does Phædra's heart, approve the cruel ſentence? 


Or would her lips a different language hold ? 
Could abſence, work a miracle like this, 
Exclude your dear reſemblance from my breaſt, 
Prevent the fierce incurſions of deſpair, 

With all thoſe ills, in melancholy's train ? 

Say rather, would not beauteous Phædra feel, 
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Some ſoft contention, ſtruggling in her breaſt, 
The natural reſult of ſuch injunction. 
PHADRA. 
| Ungenerous Theſeus ! thus to wound my ſoul, 
To add, to all the ſufferings I endure, | 
The further ſhame, of publiſhing my love. 
Why, cruel, would you force me to declare, 
The jealous rage that lives within my breaſt ? 
The ſweet diſorder, and thoſe ſoft alarms, 
That reſolution throw from off its guard. 
Sure, *tis too plainly pictur'd in my face, 
My trembling frame, my burning bluſhes ſhew, 
The ſtrange commotion, rais'd by tyrant Love, 
Whenever Theſeus woes me with his paſſion. 
i |  THESEUS, 

Since Phædra deigns to own her love for Theſeus, 
What now remains to conſummate our bliſs ? 

A fiſter's peace is ſure too dearly bought, 

If Phzdra's quiet 15 to be the ranſom. 

Forget thoſe ties, that would profane our love, 

My truth, my conſtant paſſion, all demand it. 
PHAEDRA. 

Think you, my ſiſter ever would conſent 
To ſanction ſuch an outrage, gainſt her truth; 
Whoſe worth alone, entitles her to hope, 

The utmoſt, avaricious love ſuggeſts: 

Did I accept the proffer'd love of Theſeus, 

Unnumber'd ills would burſt on Phzdra's head. 
- THESEUS. 

Tis true, the ſecret, if diſclog'd at preſent, 
Might wound your ſiſter's unſuſpeCting temper ; 
But yet, *tis plain, ſhe has incurr'd the hate, 
The fix'd reſentment of the king her father; 

To countera® the ſallies of his rage, 
To Enarus, ſhe looks for inſtant ſuccour, 
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Whoſe Love for Ariadne knows no bounds ; 
Could but my Phædra work a ſpeedy change, 
Diſpoſe her ſiſter to embrace th' occaſion, 
To liſten, to the ſuit of Naxos king, 
Forget the miſplac'd paſſion ſhe conceiv'd, 
And with that juſt contempt, that ſuits her rank, 
Blat the perfidious Theſeus from her breaſt. 
Could Phædra thus, provoke her cool diſdain, 
What hinders then, that we diſcloſe our love ? 
«© For, oh ye Gods! bear witneſs to my heart, [Kneeling. 
© How much I prize the virtuous Ariadne 
« May all-propitious heaven, her ſteps attend ! 
« Bleſs her, with every good her truth deſerves, 
«© Reward her innocence, nor let deſpair, 
« Diſturb the placid movement of her ſoul.” | 
But let not Phzdra ſlight her Theſeus' love, [ Riſes. 
Bleſt in her ſmiles, no other boon I aſk, 
'Tis all I wiſh of heaven. 

| PHEDRA. 
What further proofs, would Athens' prince demand, 

Than thoſe, my tongue already have explain'd ? 
Say, would the awe, that timorous love inſpires, 
Damp the effuſions of ſpontaneous love ? 
Go, prince !—Purſue the dictates of your paſſion; 
Love to exceſs, leſt my ſuſpicious heart, | 
Cheriſh unworthy notions of your honour. [Exeunt. 
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ACT U. SCENE I. 


ARIADNE and NERINA- 


NE RINA. 


T HE king, no doubt, has reaſon to complain, 
Exceſſive love like his, ill brooks denial ; 
For ſure, tis more than bare reſpect that ſpeaks. 
His looks, his broken ſentences declare it: 
What, tho' within your boſom lives a flame, 
Which burns with ardour, for another object; 
Yet ſtill, with kind compaſſion to forgive, 
To ſoothe his pain, and to allay his ſmart, 
Could not impair the ſtock of love you boaſt. 
The day, that ſees you join'd, in wedlock's bands, 
That bleſſes Theſeus, blaſts his hopes for ever. 
| __ ARIADNE, 

A prudent management, no doubt there needs, 
Still to ſecure the favour of the king. 
Had Theſeus' virtues leſs employ'd my heart, 
The welcome late beſtow'd us, in this iſle, 
The ſafe aſylum, granted to my flight, 
Secur'd, defended from a parent's rage, 
In minds leſs grateful,” would excite regard: 
I trace his paſſion in a thouſand ways, 
And grieve to ſee him fink beneath deſpair, 
Knowing, my hand is deſtin'd for another. 
Do you, Nerina, till to guard my heart, 
When Enarus his paſſion would diſcloſe, 
Be ſure, to ſound the gallant deeds of Theſeus, 
And rouſe my feelings ; leſt my lips rebel; 
Love, finds an eaſy raffage to the breaſt, 
Which duty binds, ad gratitude expands. 
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NERINA, 

I ſee no need for ſuch extreme precaution, 
Tho' Theſeus' love, ſurpaſs'd the reſt of mortals, 
(And ſure, you claim that homage as your due) 
Yet ſtill, his paſhon ne'er could equal yours. 

ARIADNE. ; 

His bright exalted fame, his grand exploits; 
The ſplendour of his valour, all deſerve it; 
Not Hercules himſelf, was half ſo fam'd, 
Whoſe conqueſts ſwell the regiſtry of heaven. 
Who then, Nerina, would not love that worth, 


That in his country's cauſe, ſuch wonders wrought, 


And ranks him equal with the Gods in glory ? 
And yet 'tis flrange, that Phædra, whom I love 
With all the ſoft endearment of a ſiſter, 

Can hear me praiſe him, liſten, and approve, 
(And who ſo ſenſeleſs, not to do the like) 
Without beſtowing ought, in commendation. 
To flatter Ariadne's love for Theſeus, | 
Methinks ! the world ſhould echo forth his glory. 


Yet Phædra ſees, unmov'd; his bright perfections; 


'Tho! in her preſence, oft he ſpeaks his paſſion, 
With all the ſoft perſuaſion of a lover. 
; NERINA. 
Is't not enough, for Phædra to approve ? 
Say, would you chooſe your ſiſter for a rival? 
The intereſt conceived within her breaſt, 
Of love partakes not, but of admiration, 
More juſtly, Ariadne might complain, 
Had ſhe leſs coolneſs, and indifference ſhewn. 
ARIADNE, 

The maid, who ſoft impreſſions can reſiſt, 
Whom pity moves not, nor compaſſion fires, 
A thouſand ſweet emotions mult forego ; 

To love, we know, is often to be wretched, 
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And yet a ſenſeleſs and indifferent carriage, ; 
Betrays a want of every gen'rous feeling, 
And fails to render human life more happy 
In love, this difference experience ſhows, 
The wounds it gives, we frequently ſolicit. 
NERINA. 

Of this, the king a new example proves, 
Whoſe royal breaſt, had not ſuch pangs endur'd, 
Did he leſs love for Ariadne feel ; 

Yonder, methinks! he counſels with himſelf, 
And this way bends his flow and penſive edn 
As if, in meditation wrapped. —— 
Enter ENARUS. 
| ENARUS. 
Forgive me, princeſs, for this bold intruſion. 
| Regardleſs of the ceremony due 
To that diſtinguiſh'd rank in life you hold, 
My reſtleſs fancy, ſought this hallow'd place, 
Where beauty, worth, and Ariadne reign, 
Within your boſom, to repoſe my grief, 
The laſt ſad effort of deſpairing love; 
Nor let reſerve reject my fond petition, 
Which ſeeks not to offend thoſe ſacred laws 
Which honour, love and conſtancy enj joidy 
As compenſation for thoſe pangs J feel, 
I any claim forgiveneſs in return. 
| ARIADNE, 


The flame, my liege, that now conſumes your breaſt, 
With rage unceaſing, juſtly has ſurpris'd me; 
Nor has the phrenzy gf its fire eſcap'd me. 
What can the prince of Naxos urge to day, 
That my proud heart, muſt not with ſcorn reject ? 
Had Ariadne known no other paſſion, 

Had gallant Theſeus ne er engaged my truth, 

The ardour of your-love, would coſt me dear ; 
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What price I ſet upon his worth, can witneſs. 
Now ſpeak, my liege, diſburthen all your ſoul, 
The tranquil Ariadne deigns to hear you. 
__  ENARUS, 

The merit Theſeus owns, is known to all, 
The Hero's valour, and the Lover's ardour. 
A thouſand times, my lips have told his worth, 
He loves, nay more, adores his Ariadne; 

Nor is it ſtrange, when ſo belov'd in turn, 

The Gods themſelves might envy his condition; 

This ſacrifice of praiſe he well deſerves. 

Deign now, in pity to a monarch's pain, 

To lend a patient, and forgiving ear : 

When firſt, tranſported with my giddy paſſion, - 

My hopeleſs flame I publiſh'd in your preſence, 

The raſh expedient, but diſturb'd your peace; 

To love, I counted ecſtaſy ſupreme, ö 

I aſk'd no wages, for ſo ſweet a ſervice; 

Since when, a ſecret paſſion I've indulg'd, 

Nor further urg'd my unavailing ſuit. 

Till now, when loaded with extreme deſpair, 

I fain would claim ſome token of regard, 

Pity may well with conſtancy agree, 

The paſſions different, as the objects differ, 

This favour granted I ſhall reſt content. 
ARIADNE. 


Tis needleſs to recount my love for Theſeus, 
You know, he reigns deſpotic in my heart, 
Was Ariadne's heart her own to give, 

Preſs'd with the weight of all thoſe obligations, 
In gratitude for all yoyr favours paſt, 

My pride had hail'd you for its royal maſter} 
But once of infidelity accus'd, 

What value would it bear in your eſteem ? 
ſo fam'd for honour and renown. 


— 


. 
- , ? 
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ENARUS. 

Enough, incomparable maid ! tis fix'd, 

Theſeus deferves the utmoſt Love can give. 

But why the nuptial rites ſo long delay? 

Say but the word, and chuſe th' auſpicious day, 

Nothing to grace th* occaſion, ſhall be wanting, 

To aid this work, I will aſſiſt in perſon. 

« What would my tongue thro' haſty zeal pronounce ? 
* My preſence ſure muſt renovate my pain, [Parſing afide. 
« Jo fee the bliſs, that jealous fate denies me, 

c Irrevocably center'd in another.” 

+ on... 
My liege, I take my leave, but firſt receive 
My grateful . for this your kind concern. 
| LEærunt Ariadne and Nine 


ENARUS. (ſolus.) 
Sure Theſeus long ere this, my love ſuſpects, 


My grief, the ſtrange diſorder of my ſpeech, 


The guilt, ſo viſible in all my looks, 

Too plainly indicate my weight of care, 

In ſpight of all my efforts, to conceal it. 

That Ariadne has my ſoul engag'd, 

Theſe ſymptoms of themſelves, might well pronounce, 
How hard the taſk to conquer headſtrong love, 
Reaſon, and ſtruggling paſſion beſt evince ! 
But when the mind dares ſacrifice to glory, 
The moſt refin'd affection of the ſoul, 

The triumph ſure, is worthy of applauſe. 

That Theſcus firſt ſhould entertain ſuſpicions, 


And form ideas of my rank unworthy, 
My faith, my honour, and my pride forbid ; 


Whercas beforehand, to diſcloſe my love, 
And ſo prevent the prince, in his opinion, 
Self-accuſation would excuſe the crime, 
Now, at the eve of his approaching marriage, 
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When all within my court impatient wait, 

The happy celebration of his nuptials; 

Adieu] each flatt'sing hope—Sweet- maid, farewell) 
Love, beſt, the anguiſh which I feel, can tell. H. 


SCENE U. 


ENARUS, THESEUS, ARTADNE, axp NERINA. 
| ENARUS fo THESEus. 
Theſeus give ear; nor think me ought to blame, 
That Ariadne's beauties have enſnar'd me; 
Why could the prince of Athens idly waſte, 
The precious moments ſet apart for bliſs! 
So long delay his marriage with the princeſs ? 
But for Perithous? abſence—Time had ne'er 
Within my breaſt, ſuch tender tumults caus'd ; 
But now, his preſence dignifies our iſle, 
For Theſeus thus to trifle, feeds my paſſion ; 
And tho' my tongue, reluctant would proclaim, 
To what exceſs, I love the Cretan princeſs ; 
My looks, methinks ! might evidence my cares, 
In eloquence, too plain to be miſtaken : 
On you it reſts, to vindicate my honour ; 
Quick! bear the bluſhing maid, to Hymen's temple, 
There, ſnatch the bliſs, that ſweet occaſion offers; 
Releaſe my heart, from love's tumultuous pain, 
I'll try to merit, what I muſt not gain. [Exit Zaarus. 
| THESEUS. 
The king has moſt diſtinguiſh'd virtue ſhewn, 
To triumph o'er himſelf, nay more, conſent 
To fee his rival bleſsd in Ariadne. 
'Tis honour's maſterpiece, the pride of rank, 
And ſuits a monarch, better than his crown. 
ARIADNE. 
Honour, that ſtimulates the virtuous mind, 
And royal condeſcenſion, ſweeteſt flowers, 
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That decorate the ſcepter d ſeat of majeſty, 
Fall to his ſhare peculiar; —yes, my Theſeus, „ 
Full well he knows my conſtancy and truth, 
And rather, than refuſe to prove my love, | 
A thouſand crowns, with ſcorn I would reject. 
 THESEUS, | 

To love to that exceſs that Ariadne does, 
Surpaſſes all that fancy well conceives. 

Thefeus, no other teſtimony needs, 

To teach him how to eſtimate her worth, 

Whoſe generous lips, with fervent zeal report, 

The faithful leſſons of her conſtant heart 
ARIADNE., 

To bind our mutual intereſts more ſtrongly, 
If ought be wanting to complete our joy, 

What elſe remains, but that my ſiſter wed, 
Perithous, the friend you prize ſo much. 
Thus, ſhall we ſhare an interchange of love 
And facred friendſhip, by the double union. 
Phædra has beauty, worthy admiration, 
And ſhines no leſs diſtinguiſh'd for her virtues, + 
Purſue the hint; adopt the plan propos'd ; 
Conſult Perithous ; gain his acquieſcence. 
Fil anſwer for my fiſter's ſweet concurrence, 
Who never yet my counſels diſapprov'd. 
THESEUS. 

The news would raptures to his ſoul convey : 
But, madam, ſhall the king, whoſe love exceeds, 
The utmoſt force of fancy and expreſſion, 

A ſad ſpectator be? 


ARIADNE. 

1 can explain your meaning—but the king, 
Who late ſuch tumults cheriſh'd in his breaſt, 
May ſuffer love to be betray'd by virtue; 

A breaſt like his, accuſtom'd to diſquiet, 


Leſs 
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Leſs difficulty finds in ſuch a trial. F 


The paſſion he diſcovers can't offend me ; 

And tho' it ſhould perplex him, ftill I know 

A. ſure expedient to remove his pain. 
THESEUS. 


« Her goodneſs wounds me more than words can paint. 


© It is too much for me to bear, ye Gods 
« Witneſs my heart.” 


ARIADNE. 
How ſweet the trouble caus'd by jealous love ! 
I ſhall be able to remove your doubts, 
Let not your love diſturb you. 
THESEUS. 
I would that Heaven, propitious, lend its aid, 
That Ariadne could remove my grief! 
ARIADNE. 
Each jealous fear be baniſh'd from your breaſt ! 
If Theſes dares to love his Ariadne, 
A little time, will teach him of his error. 
; THESEUS. 
But then, your father, prompted by revenge, 
Bending his courſe to Naxos, may ſurpriſe us, 
Even now, perhaps, he meditates your ruin. 


ARIADNE. 
Say, will not Theſeus prove my kind protector? 
| THESEUS, 
This arm ſhall do you juſtice ; but 
ARIADNE. 
But what? do you ſo ſoon repent ? 
THESEUS, 
I wait till Ariadne 
ARIADNE, 


So long, to keep the mind in dull ſuſpenſe, 
Beſpeaks a cruel temper—pray explain. 


' 
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< THESEUS. | 
Fain, I would ſpeak the truth, but want freſh courage. 
Sad is the conflict, that diſturbs my breaſt, 
When headſtrong paſſion fights againſt my wiſhes, 
My heart can hold no longer Know then, madam, 
* The powers divine, this ſacred truth can witneſs, 
1 How much I prize the love of Ariadne, 
1 And ſure, ſuch tore no other breaſt inſpir'd. 
5 Did I expend my blood, to work you ſervice, 
4 i! Ihe price would not repay the debt I owe, 
| "| ; And yet, my Ariadne, Fate forbids. 
4 In ſpight of all the tender truth you boaft, 
In ſpight of reaſon, and religion's laws, 
| Fain I'd proceed—my tongue denies its office ; ¶Heſtating. 
Mi Adieu, fair princeſs |—you will learn the reſt, 
Prom him, whoſe friendſhip I efteem—Perithous ; 
1 But yet, in pity to ſuch matchleſs worth, 
A Theſeus' laſt counſel, deign to put in practice, 
Strive not to comprehend, what he ſhall tell you, 
Unleſs to this condition you ſubmit ; 
'To mount the throne, that waits you here in Naxos. 
| | LExit Theſeus. 


Enter PERITHOUS. 
ARIADNZ {0 PERITHOUS, 
W hat can this ſecret mean, ſay, prince, and why ? 
At one time, would your tongue the truth unfold, 
Again perplex'd, refuſe th' ungrateful office, 
It wears too much the face of myſtery. 
| PERITHOUS,s 
| Madam, enquire no more, conſtrain'd by Fate, 
Theſeus muſt Naxos quit—tae grief he feels, 
Too plainly ſpeaks the cauſe of his departure. 
| ARIADNE. 
Your words convey too well, their cruel meaning, 


| Perithous comes from Athens, whence he learns, 
A kingdom's 
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A kingdom's ſenſe, determin'd to exclude 
A Cretan princeſs, from the bed of Theſeus, 
Vindictive Egeus late the ſtatute publiſh'd, 
But this diſturbs not Ariadne's peace, 
IThrones, and the ſplendor grandeur would beſtow, 
Make no impreſſion on a heart like mine, 
On Theſeus' love, my happineſs depends, 
Which in the eyes of conſtant Ariadne, 
Exceeds the tinſelPd glare of empty ſhew. 
| PERITHOUS, 

Theſeus to valour, adds a grateful heart, 
Tis true, he feels your favours as he ought, 
He had been baſe indeed, did he forget, 
That from your bounty, he deriv'd his life. 
His countrymen may diſapprove or nat, 
This new alliance, with the Cretan princeſs, 
It matters not, ſince other cares ſucceed, 
Revengeful Minos, ſteps between your peace, 
His indignation, like a gath'ring ſlorm, 
'Threatens to burſt, with ruin on your head, 
By marrying the king, each fear ſubſides, 
His kind protection, join'd to ardent love, 
Will more than compenſate a father's hate; 
The very thought, to ſee. you queen of Naxos, 
Would calm the fierceſt tempeſt of his rage. 

ARIADNE. 

Dares Ariadne entertain a thought, 
So much injurious to the fame of Theſeus, 
That by conſenting to this ſtrange alliance, 
Her glory woutSreceive a double luſtre ? 
Counſel like this, would ill become Perithous, 
For Theſeus' love, to make ſo poor exchange, 
But, ſure you know not, Ariadne's truth.— 

| | PERITHOUS, 
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PE RITHO Us. 

Love ſuch as your's, no intermiſſion brooks, 
Which, phcenix-like, delights to flame unrivall'd, 
All other glory, fades in your eſteem. 

But, believe me, madam, when I thus adviſe, 
You would do well, to hearken to my counſel. 
| ARIADNE., | 

Shall Ariadne liſten to ſuch counſel ? 

Who would her life a thouſand times expoſe, 
To prove her love, her conſtancy for Theſeus ; 
What deep reſentment would his boſom fill, 
Did he but know, the friend he ſo eſteem'd ? 
Preſum'd to plead ſo warmly for his rival ; 
Betray the truſt, his friendſhip had repos'd, 
And raviſh from him, what he held ſo dear. 

P ERITHO US. 

The ſentiments of Theſeus firſt obtain, 

Be this the teſt, to gain Perithous credit, 
Theſeus ſhall be, the arbiter between us. 
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Tho' thrones too often captivate the mind, 
Could Ariadne ſo deceitful prove, 
As to betray the man ſhe ſo eſteem'd, 
After the ſolemn vows ſo lately pledg'd 
In Love's behalf ?!—"Twould wound him to the quick. 
| PERITHOUS. 


What I have ſaid, proceeds from duty merely, 
The honeſt diCtates of an upright heart, 
When Ariadne comes to weigh my words, 
And ſees her intereſt, with leſs partial eyes, 
Perhaps her fond attachment may give place, 


And reaſon reprobate the force of love. 
Adieu, fair princeſs —<— h Mer. to go. 
| What 


y 
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Pi. ARIADNE. 

What I have ſaid, proceeds from duty merely!” LAſdr. 
Were theſe his words, or do I miſconceive him ? 
Perithous ſtay—my doubts and fears demand it — 
Within my trembling breaſt, ſuſpicion lurks, 

And jealouſy, with keen-envenom'd ſting, 
My troubled ſpirits, with ſuſpenſe conſounds. 
Remove thoſe cares, that wound to ſuch extreme, 
In vain, with ſtudied artifice you ſeek, + 
By myſtic ſentences, to break my peace. | 1 
Explain my doubts, divulge the ſland'rous tale, 
Nay more, with ſhameleſs confidence pronounce, | 
That Theſeus, faithleſs Theſeus, loves no more, 
That ſome more favour'd object, rules his heart, 
Which I, too long, alas! believ'd my own. 
PERITHOUS, © 

Madam, forgive me, if | ſpeak no further— 

The cauſe perhaps your judgment may diſcover. 
| | ARIADNE. 
The cauſe perhaps my judgment may diſcover !” - 
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Sure 'tis too much, for conſtancy to bear ! 
Shall Theſeus, quit his faithful Ariadne, £2 
Take ſome more happy rival to his arms, 
In ſpight of all the folema vows he made me ? 
I dare not, foſter ſuch a mean opinion, 
That militates ſo much againſt his glory, 
By Heav'n ! tis falſe, that 'Theſeus could deceive me, 
He loves me ſtill, and nought but death itſelf, - 
Shall e'er divide him from his Ariadne. 

PERITHOUS, 

Error, too oft, in flatt'ring dreſs deceives, 
The ſweet deluGon, often we encourage, 
Becauſe, it ſuits our wiſhes. | 

10 ARIADNE. 


a # 
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ARIADNE. 

Be brief, Perithous, ſay is Theſeus chang'd ? 
Is Ariadne, baniſh'd from his mind? 
And doth a rival, triumph in her room, 
Why would your ſilence drive me to deſpair ? 

| PERITHOUS. - 

Words out of ſeaſon, delicacy hurt, 
Which oft receives a ſtab from indiſcretion. 
To this, muſt be aſcrib'd Perithous' ſilence, 
And yet, methinks! to ſuch a mind as your's, 
Silence, too forcibly convey'd its meaning, 
I ſaw the trouble, witneſs'd in your looks, 
And ſear'd, my words might aggravate your pain. 
From one event, new comfort ſtill may riſe, 
Was Ariadne queen, ſhe might be happy, 
Next to the prince, the king deſerves your favour, 
Accept the crown, and govern here in Naxos, 
But probably, my preſence gives you trouble 
Forgive th' ofhcious zeal, that ſprings from friendſhip, 


I take my leave in duty [ Exit Perithous, 
ARIADNE, | 


Theſeus is falſe, Nerina, would you believe it, 
His perfidy is clear beyond diſpute, 
And I, the verieſt wretch, that nature knows. — 
Help me, Nerina, to ſupport my anguiſh! 
| NERINA. 
From my ſoul, I pity you—— _ 
| ARIADNE. 
Who is there, would not pity me, Nerina 
That knew to what exceſs my love prevail'd, 
x Another object has engag'd his love; 
| 1 When Fate had mark'd him as a certain victim, 
4 By kind compaſſion mov'd, I ſtepp'd between, 
. And ſaved him from inevitable ruin. 
i} : This ſure deſerv'd the moſt his love could give — 
| | He treats his Ariadne with neglect, —— 
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But 'tis not poſſible, the whole's a trick, 
A forg'd invention of deliberate malice ; 
Twould tarniſh all the glory he acquir'd, 
Blaſt his fair fame, and hold him up to ſcorn. 
Tis honour conſtitutes heroic worth; 
But ſay, what laurels would his temples grace, 
Who ſought ignobly, Ariadne's death? 
NERINA. 
Perithous, no doubt, is well inſtructed, 
Thro' him, you read the ſentiments of Theſeus, 
He but diſſembled, when he would pretend, | 
The abſence of his friend delay'd his nuptials— - 
It furniſh'd him with time, to play the villain, 
To feed the flame, his perfidy had caus'd,— 
And to abuſe the weakneſs of a princeſs, 
Whoſe only crime, was loving him too much, 
ARIADNE, 


Cruel Nerina, thus to undeceive me 
To ope my eyes, but to embrace my ruin; 
Why not continue fix'd in ſtupid doubt, 
And ignorantly, ſtill believe him faithful ? 
Sure I'll run mad—already reaſon ſtarts— 
From treachery like his, affrighted flies, 
And leaves my mind, a chaos of diſtraCtion : 
And yet, ye Gods! in pity to my pain, 
It had been happy, had you ſo reſolv'd, 
The ſpark of reaſon, which you gave extinguiſh'd, 
And left no mirror, to reflect deſpair, 
Could tender love, ſuch cruelty diſcern ? 


What have I done, ye Gods, to tempt your anger? [1 FRED 


Enters to them PHADRA. 
Has Phxdra heard of Ariadne's grief ? 


—Q — ET} - 
* 


Methinks! tis eaſy to conceive them. 


1 
The fatal news, that ſpreads contagion with it, 
And blights the harveſt of immod'rate love, 
The prince, whoſe truth I thought ſurpaſs d my own, 
Within whoſe breaſt, diſtinguiſh'd honour reigu'd, 
So perſectly diſpos'd to make me happy,. 
Theſeus is falſe, to conſtant Ariadne, 
From my unhappy lot, let Phædra learn, 
How little truſt is to be plac'd in man, 


In honour, vows, and ſacred obligations. 


P HE DRA. , 
Has Theſeus prov'd ungrateful ? 
Inconſtant prince! ſo ſoon to flight your charms. | 
;  ARIADNE. 

Yes, he is faithleſs, perjur'd, and deceitſul; 
Within his breaſt, fallacious treachery reigns, 
And foul ingratitude, with helliſh fraud, 

Your fiſter Ariadne is betray'd: 

Ahandon'd by the wretch, her hand had ſav'd, 
Gods ! P've no patience, all my ſoul's on fire, 
Did I conſult the wrongs of injur'd Love, 

This hand, ſhould point conviction to his breaſt, 
His blood would ſcarce atone for his offence. 

But whither would my jealous rage tranſport me ? 
Muſt pity melt reſentment into tears; 
Phzdra, excuſe the weakneſs of a ſiſter, 


1 find, in ſpight of all my rage, I love him, 


My heart relents, nay more, I bluſh to own, 
Tho' now he ſtood a victim to my fury, 
My partial eyes would paint him lovely ſtill. 
 PHADRA. 
So ſudden a reverſe of fortune grieves me; 
So undeſerv'd—fo very unexpected 
Who would not pity ſufferings like yours ? 
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ARIADNE. 
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ARIADNE, 


They mock deſcription, Phædra 
Words cannot adequately paint my grief, 


That Theſeus, born with ſuch ſublime endownlents, 


Should ſully thus, the glory of his name; 
I muſt have other proof—ſince crimes like his, 
Are often follow'd by as keen remorſe ; | 
The Sun himfelf, pre-eminent in luſtre, 
Spight of thoſe ſpots, that ſeek to cloud his beams, 
Sheds notwithſtanding light and heat around ; 
Did Theſeus know the conflicts of my breaſt, 
How, much ſhe ſuffers, who preſerv'd his life, 
He too, perhaps, in pity might repent, 
Hope ſtill remains—Phzdra, I conjure you 
By all our friendſhip, by the love you bear me, 
By the fond name of fiſter, I entreat you, 
If I deſerve your pity, find out Theſeus: 
Remind him of his vows—recal his love, 
Plead for my widow'd truth, bereft of Theſeus, 
Once more attach him to his Ariadne; 
Twas heaven, firſt bade me, urge you to conſent, 
To be the ſweet companion of my flight; | 
As if your Ariadne's heart preſag'd, 
The ſad occaſion, that implores your aid. 
PHEDRA, | 

Madam, I fly to execute your wiſhes; 
But ſhould the prince, to no perſuaſion yield, 
If what I urge, ſhall make no deep impreſſion, 
Or touch his ſoul—then Ariadne may preſume, 
| Zome other object 9 — 

ARIADNE (haſlily.) 

Alas! too well I underſtand you 
Phzdra, I fear, has not as yet imbib'd, 
The ſubtle flame, the tyrant force of Love; 


wo» 
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Had but her heart, the gen'rous paſſion felt, 


Then with more energy, ſhe might deſcribe, 
The mix'd ſenſations of a ſiſter's breaſt. 


..lowever, do the beſt, entreat, and pray, 


And in the room of Love, let Friendſhip prove, 
A generous advocate to plead my wrongs. 


Delay not, Phædra, to prevent my fate. 


Nerina, follow me, you muſt not quit me,—  [Exeunt. 


Exp oF THE SEconD ACT. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


PERITHOUS and PHEDRA. 


PERITHOUS. 


PRETENCE is fition's regiſter—it holds no longer, 
It would be uſeleſs all—a waſte of time, 
Perſuaſion wants the force to touch his ſoul, 
Who but yourſelf, would have conceal'd ſo long, 
The ſtruggling conflict lodg'd within your breaſt ? 
In ſuch a gentle, and convincing manner, 
In hopes to move his tenderneſs and pity, 
To woe him back to lovely Ariadne ; 
And in a ſiſter's intereſt, wound your own: 
But ' tis in vain, to ſhake his fix'd regards, 
Nor interceſſions, threats, nor pray'rs avail— 
For tho? to pleaſe you, Theſeus feigns remorſe, 
Each time, that Phædra glads him with her preſence, 
Poſſeſs'd of evidence, within his breaſt, 
At Love's tribunal, he muſt ſtand acquitted. 
PHADRA, 
Phzdra is not to blame 
If Theſeus proves ungrateful to a ſiſter, 
Guilt only makes a party an accomplice : 
The Gods, who know my heart, can witneſs beſt, 
How it abhors the trait'rous conſpiracy ; 
His love, inſenſibly engag'd my heart; 
I lov'd in turn, without enquiring why, 
So quick the flame, it left no room for thought, 
But ſpread its ſubtle poiſon thro* my veins. 
His eyes, too forceably declar'd his love, 
Whilſt mine, *tis plain, involuntary ſtray'd— 
But I mult try to combat with my weakneſs, 
: | In 
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In tender pity to a fiſter's wrongs. 

Do you, Perithous, get acceſs to Theſeus, 

Tell the too faithleſs man, he ne'er muſt hope, 

That Phædra longer will indulge his flame. 
PERITHOUS, 


Tis nugatory, madam 
Remonſtrance fails to moderate his paſſion, 
Theſeus adores you, with a lover's ardour, 
Which nought but death, can ſtifle or extinguiſh. 
The purpoſe of his ſoul, remains unalter'd ; 

And tho' the taſk invidious may appear, 
The lovely Ariadne ſhould be told, 
That Theſeus' love, regards another object. 

Tis fit to rouſe her from deluſion's trance, 
Has ſovereign rule, no charms for Ariadne? 
Or would ſhe rather live expos'd to ſcorn, 
Refuſe to wed, the powerful king of Naxos, 
Whew love can ſcarce be equall'd in romance ? 

| PHA DRA. 

My falt ring tongue, would ne'er divalge my ſhame, 
Shall Phædra ſo belov'd, betray her fiſter ? 
Phzdra, on whom the unſuſpecting maid, 
Fondly relied, to plead her cauſe with Theſeus, 
Her princely boſom, brooks not ſuch an inſult ; 
My conſcience, ſhudders at the bare idea, 

It muſt not be—how ſhould I ſtand condemn'd, 
Was I to lend a hand to her undoing ? 
PERITHO Us. 

But ſee ſhe comes | all ſcruples ſhould give way. 

'Tis cruel ſure, to feed her mind with hopes, 
Her int'reſt forbids, that we ſhould trifle, 
Better to baniſh Theſeus from her mind, f 

And urge her inſtant marriage with the king, 


Enter 
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Enter ARIADNE and NERINA. 


ARIADNE fo PHEDRA. 


Does Theſeus ſtill inexorable prove? 
Say, Phædra, did no tender ſigh eſcape, 
To mark his inward penitence and grief ? 
Or have I dar'd, in his relentleſs heart, 
To eſtimate my love, beyond its worth ? 

| | PHADRA. 

Perithous himſelf, can beſt declare, 
What arguments I us'd, in hopes to move 
His too inconſtant breaſt, but all in vain: 
The troubled ſtate of Ariadne's mind, 

At times diſtract him; but his new attachment, 

Spight of himſelf, a ſovereign empire holds, 

Pity is all, that Theſeus can beſtow, — 
ARIADNE. 

Was this the only conflict that took place, 
No trace of ſoft compunction in his breaſt ? 
But ſure, my Phædra fail'd to paint my wrongs, 
The ſad deſpair, effect of jealous love, 

With all the ills that diſappointment knows. 
PHADRA. 
Did you but know, my tenderneſs and zeal, 
How much 1 urg'd in Ariadne's favour, 
Unjuſt ſuſpicion, had not wrong'd me thus. 
ARIADNE, 

Phzdra excuſe me; I have been to blame, 
A thouſand weak alarms diſturb my breaſt, 
My ardent paſſion conjures up ſuſpicions, 
Which, like the bubble, loſe themſelves in air. 
What will not truth, and conſtancy expect 

PERITHOUS, 

Madam, believe me, time alone can cure 

The poignant ills, of which you now complain, 
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It lets in reaſon, to the aid of judgment, 
And leaves no room for prejudice. 
ARIADNE. 

Theſeus regards not Ariadne's pain, 

It ſounds too true; but yet | fain would learn, 
The cruel ſentence, from the traitor's lips, 
I am reſolv'd to wait his coming, Phædra.— 

3 PERITHOUs. 

I fear you may repent this cruel meeting, 
Your tender heart, would not ſupport the trial. 
Did Ariadne liſten to my counſel, 
She'd try to baniſh Theſeus from her breaſt, 
At once, aſſert her dignity and rank, 
And never more, admit him to her preſence. 
To ſee the man you love, to ſuch exceſs, 
Inflexible, would plunge you in deſpair ! 

ARIADNE. 

Tis now too late, to profit by inſtruction; 

I pri'thee, Phædra, go, and ſend him hither. 
| Exit Phedra. 
PERITHOUS fo ARIADNE. 

"Tis not for me, to vindicate my friend, 

The ſudden change of whoſe affection grieves me. 
Fondly I hop'd, when I arriv'd at Naxos, 
To ſee you both, in happy wedlock join'd. 
I haſted here, with more than common zeal; 
But judge of my ſurpriſe, to ſee him alter'd; 
As if he only waited my arrival, 
To publiſh, what his guilt would fain conceal, 
His infidelity, reproach and ſhame. 

ARIADNE, 

Twas all a fiction, to expect his coming, 

The reaſon's clear, my mind might have preſag' d it, 
Was it &er known, that genuine love could ſtoop, 
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To pay ſuch humble deference to Friendſhip ? 
His love I thought, was far above the common, 
Which time nor accident would ought impair, 
And tho? diſtinguiſh'd beauties, here in Naxos, 
His fond attention, and eſteem engag'd, 
It hurt me not, I reckon'd on his truth. 
But fince he dares, to make his falſehood public, 
Tell me, on whom his ſoft regards are fix'd ? 

7 PERITHOUS, 

I could not wreſt the ſecret from his heart. 

ARIADNE. 

He fears my indignation, and with juſtice, 

*T'was * he ſhould.conceal it. 
PERITHOUS. 

What, tho' ungrateful Theſeus break his vows, 
The way is open to inſure content, 
Marry the king, aſcend the throne of Naxos, 
Your pride, your honour juſtify the act, 
Why would you live an exile, and abandon'd ? 
Already, Crete purſues you with her vengeance, 
And Minos too—— _ . 


DNE. 
Vengeance, nor RE. nor hell itſelf, [ paſſionately. 
Can change the fix'd attachment of my heart ! 
Robb'd of the man I love, what charms has life? 
Who could expect this ſad reverſe of fortune? 
Tis not enough, for Theſeus to deceive me, 
The cruel prince, would kill his Ariadne; 
But ſince his ſcorn, would deal th' avenging ſtroke, 
And Fate, and Deſtiny combine againſt me, 
*T were impious, to reſiſt the will of Heaven. 
PERITHOUS, 
Tho' Fate would frown, on ſuch diſtinguiſh'd virtue, 
Yield not, ſo ſoon, your boſom to Deſpair ; 
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Perhaps, his guilt may wring repentance from him, 

When Theſeus next you ſee, be ſure you uſe, 

Your ſofteſt rhetoric, to redeem his heart; 

Bat ſhould his crimes be mark'd by no contrition, 

Should the bewitching luſtre of thoſe eyes, 

No new alarms, excite within his breaſt, 

Once more, regard the ſplendour of a throne ; 

Accept a paſſion, pure, as it is ardent, 

And reign ſecure in Naxos. 
ARIADNE. 

Is Theſeus loſt, to ev'ry ſenſe of ſhame, 
His friend, a baſe accomplice of his crime, 
Why urge this ſtale device, to wed the king ? 
I ſee, too plain, my love has been traduc'd, 
His falſehood, once, my eaſy ſoul defied, 


Revenge, in turn, ſhall vindicate my pride. 
| Retiring, ſees Theſeus. 


* 


[Exit Perithous, 


This oy he comes I'll try to be compos d. 


Enter THESEUS. 
ARIADNE 70 THESEUS, 

Theſeus, come near, remove this mock conſtraint, 
Thejbreaſt, where genuine love erects its throne, 
Nor dangers awe, nor human ills confound ; 

Yet whence this ſadneſs, pictur'd in your face, 

That bluſh of guilt, that overſpreads your cheek ? 
Sure, Theſeus is not conſcious of diſhonour | 
Glory's the object, heroes have in view. 


Inluſtrious ſouls, diſclaim all low deceit; 


But if report be true, which Fame gives out, 
That Theſeus loves no longer Ariadne, 

It may be, you have reaſon; only tell me, 
In what I am to blame, and how offended, 
That I ſhould ſeem leſs lovely in your eyes, 


Than when you {wore fidelity and truth. : 
THESEUS. 


1 


THESEUS. 
Forbid it, Heaven oy 
Far be the thought, from Ariadne's breaſt, 
Her virtues, ſtill appear the ſame to Theſeus ; 


I know your worth, it claims my chief regard; 


Did an occaſion offer, to convince you, 
How would my ſoul rejoice, to ſhew my zeal, 
To teſtify the gratitude I owe you, | 
And thus, at once, acquit me of my duty ; 
Tho! ſure deſtruction arm'd its rage againſt me, 
Theſeus would count it bliſs ſupreme to die, 
In Ariadne's ſervice. — 

ARIADNE. —_ 

Has Theſeus nothing left but cold eſteem ? 
No love, no pity for his Ariadne ? 

Did I conceive a pleaſure in your death, 

Ere this, a certain victim you had perilh'd, 

When Fate and Minos ſtudied to deſtroy you. 

This was not all, I fled with you from Crete, 

My glory, int'reſt, and my rank abandon'd. 

Ungrateful man ! is this the baſe return ? 

Such ſervices deſerv'd a hero's heart: 

Did I preſerve your life, but to betray me * 
THESEUS. 

Fain, I would give my heart to Ariadne, 
But ſpight of me, it owns another empire, 
Regret and ſhame alternately oppreſs me, 
Theſeus is guilty, perjur'd, and ungrateful, 


an 
His conſcience, brands him with the name of traitor, | 


He hates his crime, can pity Ariadne; 
And tho' her ſaint- lke virtue ſpurns the gift, 
'Tis all within his power.— 
ARIADNE. 
Are theſe the cruel ſentiments of Theſeus ? 


And this the baſe return, for all my care; 
* 


' 
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Theſeus beware! nor tempt my ſharp reſentment, 
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What have I left undone, to prove my love? ; 
To ſave your life, I ſtoop'd to be a fugitive, 
Expos'd to perils, of the feas and winds, 
I courted exile, —brav'd the ſtorms of chance, 
Fatigue, nor danger could'affright my ſoul; 
To live with you, I priz'd beyond a crown : 
Confeſs the whole, or if your falſehood dare, 
Fry to convince, my fond believing heart, 
That Theſeus owes his Ariadne nothing. 
THESEUS, 
The duty, which he owes to Ariadne, 
Honour forbids, that Theſeus ſhould diſown, 
I fee it hourly, feel it, and confeſs it, 
Call me deceitful, perjur'd, and ungrateful; 
Barbarian, ruffran, murderer and aſſaſſin, 
All, cannot equal the ſevere reproach, 
The bitter anguiſh, that I feeł in ſeeret. 
Tis fit, you fhould eraſe me from your heart; 
The prince of Naxos woos you to his throne; 
Accept his hand, forget thoſe ſlighted vows. 
Full well I know, altho' my heart's engag'd, : 
The loſs of Ariadne muſt inſure, 
Fhe loſs of ev'ry other joy beſide. 
ARIADNE. 
No loſs prevails, to which the will conſents. 
Periſh the thought! that vainly would ſuppoſe, 
That Ariadne ever could be happy; | 
If Theſeus, once eſteem'd her love ſo cheap : 
Kingdoms, nor crowns, can purchaſe ſweet content, 
Depriv'd of Theſeus, have they power to'charm ? 
The empire of this world, I could forego. 
If proof was wanting, bring me ro-fome defart, 
Some ſolitary iſle, or barren waſte, 
With thee, I'd dwell, well pleas'd with my condition. 
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Recal thoſe vows you made to Ariadne, 
Which now, too late, I find were breath'd in fraud, 
Stamp'd with deceit, and varniſh'd o'er with falſehood. 
Snatch from indignant Heaven thoſe oaths you feign'd, 
Perhaps your perſidy may meet my ſcorn, 
P11 blot the faithleſs record from my breaſt, 
Whilſt pride, and juſt reſentment, both ſhall join 
'To tear your once-lov'd image from my mind. 
THESEUS, 
Such virtue, truth, and excellence combin'd, 
'Stead of regard, would adoration claim; 
But ſuch, alas ! is the tyrannic force 
Of ardent love——it mocks our reaſon, 
ARIADNE. 
Deceitful man, begone |! 
And anſwer for my tranſports, at your peril, 
If Ariadne's heart, has loſt its empire; 
Theſeus is bound, in pity to declare it, 
You knew *twas eaſy, to abuſe my faith ; 
And tho' your hand was otherwiſe diſpos'd, 
You made me believe, you lov'd your Ariadne, 
Your glory had been peerleſs, but for this. 
My fond credulity has been deceiv'd, 
Your vows, a heap of perjury— 
THESEUS. 
When firſt, I ſwore fidelity, and truth, 
And to that angel-ſhrine, profeſs'd allegiance, 1 
The yows I made, I reckon'd then ſincere, 
] ſteer'd from Crete, as heroes crown'd with glory, 
Not leſs renown'd, for having gain'd your love, 
But ſoon a tempeſt forc'd us into Naxos. 
*I'was here, my love involuntary ſtray'd. 
I've ſeen too much, my Ariadne 


ARIADNE. 


1 


| ARIADNE. 

Sure my unlucky ſtars, firſt brought me hither 
When late the king, with fond regard beheld me; 
His throne, his heart, he offer'd to reſign me ; 
Tho? great his worth, he could not ſhake my truth. 
Whoe'er ſhe be, that has ſeduc'd your heart, 

* My pride, my jealouſy would fain convince me, 
WM She cannot boaſt of greater charms than mine, 
| At leaſt, her love muſt fail of that exceſs, 

1 Which firſt inclin'd me to forſake my father. 

th Conſult your glory, ere it be too late, 
| Deſert not Ariadne, ſpare her tears, 

i} Wo. She once was lovely in her Theſeus' eyes. 

| Why would you leave me to deplore my fate ? 

It is too much ſor conſtancy to bear. | [In lere. 
THESEUS. 

I ſee too plain the vengeance that purſues me, 
Heaven has ordain'd, that 'Fheſeus ſhould be puniſh'd, 
Tis only juſtice, to the wrongs you ſuffer, 

My conſcience tells me, I have been a traitor : 
All- powerful love ſubdues me with its rigour, 
Reſtrains my will, and counteracts my duty. 
How ſhall I ſpeak the tortures I endure ? 
Preſs'd with a weight of care and ſad remorſe, 
In vain, I f\ummon Reaton to my aid, 
Too weak its counſels, to ſuppreſs the flame, 
Or curb the torrent of impetuous love | 
ARIADNE, 

Deceitful monſter ! blot me from your memory, 

Preſume no longer to abuſe my weakneſs, 

Conduct me ſtraightway from this hated iſle, 

Where every object wounds me with deſpair 

And ſtill, to aggravate the wrongs I ſuffer, 

Bring me to Crete, from whence you firſt ſeduc'd me, 
That rage and perſecution may deſtroy me. 


Crete 


Fav 
Crete ſure, will have more charms for Ariadne, 
Than Naxos, where your treachery betray'd me. 
THESEUS. 

Is it for Theſeus to refine on miſery ? 
Or would the peerleſs maid new dangers brave? 
Reviſit Crete, and tempt the ſeas once more, 
In vain would Ariadne hope to ſcape, 
The fierce reſentment of the king her father. 
Periſh the thought ! that raſhly would exchange, 
The proffer'd rank that waits you here in Naxos, 
For the impending ills, which Minos threatens, 
Effect of Cretan diſappointment.—— 

ARIADNE. 

With pleaſure I could ſuffer 
Theſe and ſtill greater ills perhaps I merit, 
But ſay, have I deſerv'd the ſcorn of Theſeus ? 
The breaſt, where guile nor baſe deceit are found, 
Can ſmile undaunted, at approaching ruin. 
Why fear the ſure deſtruction that awaits me? 
And why this mock regret, and ſeeming pity ? 
Perfidious man ! you fear'd not to betray me. 
Hope not, however, to eſcape unpuniſh'd. 
You tear me from your heart; but ſtill remember, 
To follow you, my country J forſook, 
Renounc'd each honour ſuited to my birth, 
And ſhall I now be lighted in return? | 


THESEUS. 

Whate'er of conſtancy in love exiſts, 
Of matchleſs truth, and never-fading worth, 
To this, and more, your merit claims pretenſion. 
Love ſtripp'd of theſe, inſults our nobleſt feelings, 
Sets gratitude at nought, degrades the mind, 
And tears us cruel, from the paths of duty. 
The Cretan monſter, whom this arm ſubdu'd, 
Even death itſelf, in moſt tormenting ſhape, 


Had 


* 


Lg 


*. 


— 


L176 J 
Had ſeem' d leſs dreadſul, than the grief I feel: 


Within my breaſt, your ſierceſt vengeance aim, 


Strike, and prevent the forfeit, that muſt follow, 
The loſs of ever-conſtant Ariadne; 
So ſhall I *ſcape the fury of thoſe eyes, 
Which late were wont to glad me with their beams. 
ARIADNE. 
Quick from my fight | you ſhall not triumph longer, 


No longer, inſolently boaſt you quit me, 


Go, ſhew your truth elſewhere —— 
THESEUS. 
A upon my knees I do beſeech your— [Kneeling. 
ARIADNE, 
Away, be gone | I'll uſe my utmoſt power, 
To treat your infidelity with-ſcorn. 
Il try to act as would become a princeſs... 
THESEUS, 
Adieu, ſweet maid!—* Heavens, how ſhe looks contempt ! 
[4jige. 


« Her words, like daggers, pierce me to the ſoul ; 


I ſee my crimes,” my faithleſs paſſion curſe, 
Lament my treaſon, - with: SC remorſe.” 


[Exit Theſeus, 

| ARIADNE, 

Alas! Nerina, he is gone for ever. 

| NERINA. 
What would his preſence profit Ariadne; 
But only fill the meaſure of her grief ? 
| ARIADNE. 
Twas cruel ſure, thus to deceive my truth, 


| Then baſely leave me. — | 


NERINA, 
He only did as you commanded bim. 
x ARIADNE.: 


Could the ungrateful man fo ſoon obey ? 
'NERINA, 


- 
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NERINA. 
What could he do? -yowpreſs'd his quick departure. 
ARIADNE. 
What will not love, when ſwell'd to phrenzy, do? 
Deſpair and anger might have urg'd his abſence, 
And yet my heart prove traitor to my lips. 
Heavens ! to what miſery has Love _— Tons 


But ſay, Nerina, did he ſhew no joy? vo! zit 4c 

Was there no pleaſure pictur'd in his face? 0 bivs 1 

No cruel ſatisfaction, when he left ne - 109 ed et 
NERINA. 5207 roi gd 


Madam, tis owing to his guilt he flies you, 
He can aſlign no cauſe for his behaviour, K 009 OR 
The ſudden change, when near you, but upbraids him, 
His conſcience wounds him with diſtinguiſt d nder. 

ARIADNE, 

My ſoul's on fire, I fain would know my 3 
The happy maid, that would eſtrange his love, 
Amongſt the beauties, that reſort. the court, 

One I perceive, attracts his fond concern, 

His faithleſs boſom, owns the foreign flame: 

Tl meet my fate, Nerina, with compoſure; ' * 
For tho' his infidelity diſtreſs me, P 
His own remorſe, will more than amply pay 
The bitter pangs I ſuffer _—— 


END or THE Tatnp Act. 
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1. SEE his love is chang'd—it needs no proof, 
Tis evident, and cauſes much my wonder; 
That Theſeus could deſpiſe a love ſo pure, 

I tremble for the iſſue and tho late, 

I would have mov'd her tender breaſt to pity, 
I now can ſtoop, to pity in return; 

With leſs reluctance we can bear to loſe 

The bleſſing which we dare not hope to gain; 
The evil, tho” ſevere, i is cur' 'd by time; 


But when bright hope it's balmy influence lends 


And with propitious gales our paſſion fans 

Should we be cheated of the bliſs propos 'd, 

"I and grief, to fill the void lucceed.” 
PH DRA. 


Of this, my ſiſter is a fatal proof; 
Unleſs you ſtop the current of her fury, 
I know not, where beſide, to look for ſuccour, 


Such is the grief, that preys within her mind. 


ENARUS, 

You little know, to what exceſs I love her, 
My heart, my crown, are both at her pete; 
But what avails my fove ? her ſteady ſoul, 
Her conſtant heart, the ſacrifice rejects, 
Theſeus is chang'd—he fees ſome other fair, 
Within my court, that has ſurpris'd his heart. 
I muſt take care to guarantee her love; 

»Tis fit, that I ſhould anſwer for bis falſehood. 


„ 
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PHEDRA, 
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PHADRA. 

The inſult offer'd Ariadne's love, 

Tuſtly provokes my ſiſter's indignation, 
Perhaps may prompt her to approve your paſſion, 
The injur'd maid, demands your kind protection, 
Grant her your ſovereign aid, twill ſwell your glory. 
If Crete compel you to ſupport its cauſe, 
Give her not over to an angry monarch, 
In pity, ſhield her from a father's hate, 
You knew the perils, that her love encounter'd. 

5 ENA Rus. 

The faithful Ariadne claims my care, 2 
My love ſhall ever bind me to her ſervice, | 
The ſplendour of my crown, the power I own, 
My ſceptre, glory, all ſhall firſt forſake me, 
Ere Enarus ſhall fail to do her juſtice. , _ _ 
To make her happy, Gods! with what delight, 
I'd ſpring, to where the heat of battle rages, 
Her ſmiles would more thap pay me for the ſervice, 

PH DRA. 

How ill the brooks the perfidy of Theſeus, 
Is known to all, within thoſe palace walls, 
Her looks, the languor viſible in mourning, 
Her eyes, the ſoft interpreters of ſorrow, _ 
Too plainly ſpeak the anguiſh of her breaſt ; 
But ſee ſhe comes, with inward grief perplex'd, 
Sadneſs, and ſorrow mark her every motion. 


Enter ARIADNE and NERINA. 


ENARUS fo ARIADNE. 
Madam, to ſee you thus afflicted, grieves me |! 
And tho? my heart can pity your misfortunes, 
Doubt ſeals my lips, and bids my tongue be ſilent, 
To ſee a princeſs, fam'd for every virtue, 9 80 
Betray'd, abandon'd by the man ſhe low 'd, 
H | 
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Maſt rouſe each tender feeling of the heart. 
And yet methinks ! I ſhould have cauſe to triumph, 
Since Theſeus ceaſes to become a rival, | 
Heaven beſt can tell, could I your love redeem, 
My blood ſhould pay the purchaſe | 

ARIADNE, 

Forbear thoſe proteſtations, generous prince 
Hearts ſuch as yours, that would conſult my eaſe, 
Tho! at the loſs, of what they prize moſt dear, 
Deſerve my utmoſt confidence and credit : 

Then hear me, whilſt the progreſs of my love, 
Without diſſimulation I relate: 

The prince of Athens once poſſeſs'd my heart, 

I thought him worthy,. nay perfeCtion's ſelf ; 
His virtues ſeem'd tranſcendent in my eyes. 

To fay I love him ſtill, my ſhame forbids ; 

And yet how hard, to combat inclination, 

We are not apt ſo ſoon to fly from merit, 

It gains, with ſweet aſcendancy upon us. 

His perfidy, he keeps no longer ſecret, 

He makes it public, to inſult me more : 

When ſouls, beyond the vulgar, once reſolve, 
To love or not, depends upon the will, 

Pl try to blot him from my ſoul for ever, 

To triumph thus, is difficult I own, 

And tho? it wound the heart, yet preſs'd in earneſt, 
Time, with victorious arm, inſures the reſt, 
Can Ariadne baniſh from her mind, 

The generous zeal, the paſſionate reſpec, 

The intereſt, you took on her behalf ? 

If Tbeſeus had not lov'd, my grateful breaſt, 
With pride, had ſtrain'd you, to its warm embrace, 
Not long, the fond confeſſion I avow'd 

But now, that Theſeus frees me from reſtraint, 
To merit, ſuch as yours, I yield my heart, 
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Where you may find, a flame, but not ſo fierce, 
As that, conceiv'd for the perfidious man, 
Whoſe glory bids me, to renounce for ever. 
ENARUS, 
Thou peerleſs maid ! 
If pure reſpectful Love, deſerves your care, 
Mine ſure, might challenge faithfulneſs itſelf. 
| ARIADNE (haſlily.) 
My liege, excuſe me, if I hear no more! 
Grief, ſtill, and trouble rend this feeble frame, 
My hand is pledg'd to yours, let that content you; 
But yet my weakneſs, fain would be perſuaded, 
That fickle Theſeus, ſtill may be regain'd. 
A ſingle ſigh, - expreſſive of his ſorrow, 
A tear per uaps might melt me to forgiveneſs; 
But know, if Enarus preſerves his love, 
Should Theſeus, once be wedded to another, 
'The day that ſeals his treaſon, makes you mine, 
This I deſign to tell him from myſelf. 
Nerina, haſte! conduct him to my preſence, 
Meanwhile, the king may claim my chief regard. — 
| [Exit Nerina. 
| ENARUS. - | 
Exalted maid| 
Did I but know, how beſt to ſhew my zeal. — 
ARIADNE. 
Enough, my liege, in pity, ſpare my heart : 
To bid you hope, is all you need require, 
Hope rids us of deſpair, and feeds our wiſhes.— 
ENARUS. 5 
To hope is to be bleſs d,. all doubts give way.” [Afide. 
Tho' darkneſs reign'd, -I ſee approaching day.— 
| [ Exit Enarus. 
PHADRA. ; 
So ſhort a time, and Ariadne chang'd 


The ſtorm of rage, and jealous diſcontent 
en | 1 That 
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That ſpread their gloomy reign, within your breaſt, 
Is now ſucceeded by a perfect calm, 
And meek- ey d peace again reſumes her throne. 
Has reaſon triumph'd, in deſpite of Theſeus? 
Without one ſtruggling pang, by love occaſion d. 
ARIADNE. 
Who Mal preſume, to interfere with Fate? 
Theſeus is baſe, diſſembling and ungrateful, 
What falſhood forg'd, his villainy compleats, 
My ſufferings, give him pleaſure- I ſubmit, 
And yield obedient, to the will of heay' n. i 
PHAEDRA. 
So ſoon to baniſh, from your partial thoughts, 
The man, whoſe paſſion fondly you approv'd, 
And in his room, to ſubſtitute another. 
ARIADNE. 
The pride I boaſt, ſecures this new engagement, 
Let Theſeus marry——T'll eſpouſe the king. 
PHADRA, 
$ Can Phædra s ſilter, view his guilt unmoy'd ? 
"0 See him encircled, in another's arms ? 
bl. Does Ariadne ſanctify the fraud? 
44 Nor feel the pangs, which jealous love inſpires. 
bu 5 | ARIADNE, 
1 Before that happens, be afſur'd, my Phædra, 
© The world, ſhall know what Ariadne dares. 
4 Who would be made the ſcorn, of public rumour ? 
WT 'Tis fit, I ſhould diſguiſe my indignation, ' 
+ Theſeus for once, ſhall teach me to diſſemble. 
4 PI! make him think, that Til approve his marriage, 
The ſtroke delay'd, will fall with greater ruin. 
My rival too, perhaps, I may diſcover ;— 
4 Phbædra herſelf, ſhall wreſt the ſecret from him, 
Her ſweet ſincerity, and tender zeal, 
Deteſts the perfidy, that makes me wretched, 


"_ 


PREDRA, 


N 
PHE DRA. 
Siſter, you know 
ARIADNE ( interrupting her. ) 
Full well I know your zeal. —— | 
Methinks! I feel a reſpite from my pain, 
When I repoſe, my ſecrets in your boſom, ; 
How are my projects blaſted !——but for Theſeus, I 
The baſe return, with which he pays my love, 9 
I had conſented, you ſhould wed Perithous, 
This mark of my eſteem, ſhould make you hate, 
His perfidy the more. Phædra report, 
The ſentiments of each, about the court, | 
How they receive, the ſudden change of Theſeus ; 
But with {till greater circumſpection, mark 
Her, whom my fears diſtinguiſh, as a rival, 
Love may be trac'd, in various different ſhapes, 
| We read it oft in filence, looks, and grief. 
PHAEDRA. | 
To fail in prudence, . 
Would prove, I took no intereſt in your wrongs z 
If vengeance muſt take place, ſay who's the/victim, 
Theſeus, or ſhe, whom you ſuſpect your rival? 
ARIADNE. 


Tho' Theſeus, would invulnerable ſeem, 3 


One way remains, to wound him to the quick, 

I'll force a paſſage, thro? my rival's breaſt, 

At once his falſhood, and my wrongs avenge, 

What will not rage, and jealouſy atchieve ? 

Had he in Crete, preferr'd ſome happier maid, 

He might have pleaded cuſtom, in excuſe; 

But then to leave me, cruel here in Naxos, 

Dupe of his infamy, expoſed to ſcorn, | 

Would rouſe the unſuſpecting breaſt, to madneſs, 

Shall Ariadne, ſee her rival triumph? 8 

Her love abus'd, her conſtancy deſpis'd, 
| | Whoe er 
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Whoe'er ſhe be, that ſpoils me of his heart, 
Let her beware of Diſappointment's rage. 
 PHEADRA, 

"This is a ſenſible reverſe, I own, 

A change of paſſion, Phædra dreamt not of; 

But tho” you knew the rival, whom you threaten, 

Which way, would Ariadne ſate her fury? 

How put her dreadful project, into practice? 
ARIADNE. 

Go! find her quickly, drag her to my preſence, 
This hand, fhall plunge a dagger in her breaſt, 
Her dying groans, more raptures ſhall convey, 
Than muſic boaſts, to glad my raviſſi'd ear, 

And ſtill to glut my vengeance, for his crime, 

Theſeus her paramour, ſhall witneſs be ; 

Then, will I dwell with tranſport, on his grief, 

At leiſure trace, the anguiſh of his ſoul; 

His tears, will rain delight upon my ſenſes, 

And pay me back, with intereſt for my own.” 
PHIADR A. 

Theſeus, no doubt, may love ſome other fair, 
Whilſt ſhe, perhaps, deſerves not reprehenſion; 
It may be, that ſhe reprobates his guilt, 

Rejects his vows, and hates him for his falſhood, 
In that event, the ſentence had been cruel, 
Could ſuch a rival well deſerve your rage? 

"Fs ARIADNE. - 

Beliere me, Phædra 
Her ſilence, proves her a direct accomplice, 
She ſees my pain, and triumphs in my weakneſs, 
Her blood, ſhall pay the forfeit of my love, 
I'll aim the pointed ſteel, within her breaſt, 
And force a bloody paſſage, to his heart, 

Did I, on Theſeus, execute my rage, 


'Twould' 
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' *Twould puniſh more, than ſatisfy my vengeance, 
The ſtroke that kills, would rob you of a ſiſter; 
The king whilſt recking with my rival's blood, 
Shall ſtraight conduct me, to the ſolemn temple, 
There, will I ſeal his infamy, by marriage, 
Still add new tortures, to his troubled breaſt; 
If yet a trace of Ariadne's there. 

 PHADRA, 

Does Ariadne, mean to wed the king, 

And think no more of Theſeus ? 

ARIADNE. 

Is there on earth, another man, but Theſeus, 
To whom, your ſiſter would beſtow her love? 
Our firſt affections, are too deeply rooted, 
They yield not eaſy, to a ſtrange impreſſion, 
My marriage therefore with the king diſturbs me, 
But ſee, he comes, I muſt conceal my rage. 
That ſo my quick revenge be unſuſpected. 


Enter THESEUS. 


ARIADñNR. 
Theſeus, bear witneſs to my peaceful breaſt ! 
My rage, at length, admits the light of reaſon, 
Unmov'd, I ſee your paſſion for another; 
My love, no longer ſees itſelf confin'd, 
Since you 've reſtor'd it, to that free eſtate, 
As when before (with bluſhes I confeſs it,) 
My heart, with tranſports, own'd yau for its maſter x 
Shall I reſiſt, the luſtre of a crown? _ 
A ſure defence, againſt my late diſgrace, 
It had been madneſs to decline the offer, 
On you it reſts, to raiſe me to a throne, 
To prove your infidelity, tis fit, 
Your band, ſhould follow where your heart direds, 
Mine, ſhall be guided, by the baſe example, 
You will not ſure, my happineſs 6 
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To trifle thus, redounds not to your intereſtz 2 

Quick, let your nuptials evidence your love 

I can, with more deliberate patience wait. Xs 
| THESEUS, 


. * 5 
re 


Madam, I know not well 
| ARIADNE, 
Ceaſe to make reply 
If you regret my loſs, or feel remorſe, 
There will be time enough to tell me ſo; 
Farewell awhile, I'll leave you with my ſiſter, 
With her conſult, —and learn from her your duty. — | 
| [Exeunt Ariadne and Nerina. 


IHRES Rus. 

Could Ariadne be ſo ſoon appeas'd ? 
Heaven ſure, declares in favour of our love, 
How ſhall I ſpeak the tranſports of my ſoul ? 
Thus to unfold my heart, without conſtraint, 
And urge my paſſion, with a lover's freedom. 

PH ZEDRA. 


Her words, convey leſs grace, than you ſuppoſe ; 

But firft, let's ſee, no prying ear is nigh, 
[Looking round the hl 
To ſnatch the 3 ſecret from my lips; 13 
The calm you ſee, deſtruction ſure portends, 

A ſtorm is now collecting, which muſt burſt, 
With more than common thunder, on your head; 
The jealous rage, of diſappointed love, 

With all its helliſh ſchemes, but feebly ſpeak, 
The preconcerted meaſures of her breaſt, | 

With ſeeming zeal, ſhe urges you to marry, 

This way, ſhe means her rival to diſcover, | 
Then, Phædra, tremble at your inſtant fate. 
The ties of blood, will but encreaſe her rage, 
Nought, but my death, will ſatisfy her vengeance, 


This is the ſentence, from her lips, I heard it. 
THESE US. 


bs 1 


| THESEUS. 
Tho Hell itſelf, inſpir'd her wich revenge, 
There's yet a ſcheme to ſhield us from her fury. 
I fear her breaſt, is far from being tranquil, 
| Whilſt all this calm, but threatens certain ruin, 
Let us conſult our duty, fly to Athens; 
Where Hymen waits, to crown our mutual Love, 
And where, no grief, nor trouble ſhall perplex us; 
When once, your ſiſter hears of our departure, 
And pride ſhall join, to bloat me from her memory, 
No plea exiſts, but that ſhe wed the king, 
'The plan, is fraught with every good to all. 
| PHADRA. 
But what aſſurance, have I of your truth? 
Did Phædra yield, to ſuch a raſh propoſal. 
THESEUS. 
My faith ſhall anſwer for it 
Which time, nor adverſe chance, can, ever change. 
PHADRA, 
Did you not pledge your faith, to Ariadne ? 
When ſhe from Crete, accompany'd. yau here. 
'Tis true, I brought her with me 
The too- con ſenting maid, I fain wauld ſhield, 
From an inexorable parent's rage, 
My oaths, partook of gratitude alone, 
To love, ſhould know no violence or force; 
And tho perhaps, I may ungrateful ſeem, 
Your heavenly eyes, firſt taught me to rebel; 
For ſure, *twas eaſy to ſuſpect my. looks, 
Oft in your preſence, when I ſpoke my paſhan, - 
And vow'd fidelity to Ariadne, 
The thouſand, foft profeſſions, then I made, 
You could not doubt, were all addreſs'd to yaus 
Did but occaſion. ſerve, my lips had told. you, 
- I : 


— 
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My truth, was all I wiſh'd to prove, to Phædra, 
I deem'd all other cares, of light concern. 
PHADRA. 

Heavens! how muſt Ariadne's breaſt be torn, 
Twixt grief, deſpair, twixt malice, and revenge; 
I fear the iſſue — horrour muſt enſue, | 
Phzdra has gone too far, ſhe can't retract; 
Death, may o'ertake, but cannot ſhake my ſoul, 
I fear the light'ning of her eyes, much more, 
Her keen reproach, the thunder of her rage. 
Let's fly from hence, nor witneſs her diſtraction; 
Time, loſt in counſel, but inſures our ruin; 
Whilſt every moment, quick perdition brings 

THESEUS, | 
What means that ſigh, as if your heart would break ? 
PHAEDRA. 

Aſk me not, Theſeus 

I ſee my weakneſs, but lament a ſiſter, 

Oft, as I turn my thoughts, within myſelf, 

Her friendſhip, pure ſincerity, and truth, 

Pronounce me guilty, in the deepeſt ſenſe; 

She truſted to my zeal, to work her ſervice; 

Would, I had ne'er conſented to your love! 

Ungenerous prince ! it ſure will prove her death. 
THESEUS. 

Is Phædra chang'd, and does ſhe now repent ? 

| PH DRA. 

I cannot well reſolve.—In love I feel, 

A pleaſing tranſport, which ſubdues my ſoul ; 
But yet, I tremble for a ſiſter's fate, 

Left to bewail her wretchedneſs in Naxos; A 
Theſeus perhaps, might quit his Phædra too, 
Who then could paint the anguiſh of my ſoul? | 
Where ſhould I fly? to whom apply for pity ? 

I then had wiſh'd—but 'tis in vain at preſent, 


THESEUS. 
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THESEUS. 
Phædra, *tis cruel, to ſuſpect my truth. 
3 PH DRA. 
Occaſion may be loſt, in cold debate; 
I wil} repair my fault, and fly from Naxos; 
This proof, will beſt evince, how much I love; 
Give orders, quickly —Phædra is reſolv d. [ Exeunt. 


Exp or THE FoukTH ACT. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


ARIADNE and NERINA. 


£ NERINA. 


LET me conjure you, madam, dry thoſe tears, 
Deſpair, and grief, are unavailing now ;— 
Before the bluſhing morn, with beauty ſhone, 
In piteous tears, you wak'd to lamentations, 
And chid the loit'ring ſun in its career 
Sure, never ſorrow could compare with yours! 
With cares oppreſs d, you ſtalk the palace round, 
Wander in vain, in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
A prey to grief, to anguiſh, and deſpair. 
ARIADNE. 
I am, undone, Nerina! 
My troubled breaſt, no comfort can admit, 
His love, I thought ſincere, and vainly hop'd, 
That nought but death, its force could well n 
To ſee his paſſion, now ſa ſoon extinguiſh'd ; 
Inconſtant Prince but have you ſeen "1 
Will he be here, anon ?— 
NE RINA. 
1 told him, madam, as you bade me. 
ARIADNE. 
Suſpicion, fear, and doubt, my thoughts engage, 
by! Each moment, brings a new ſupply of grief, 
1 5 0 Heavens! how my ſoul's convuls'd. 
„ % NERINA. 
v | Try, to forget this jealous rage, awhile, 
[lt Let not Perithous ſee it—ſhould he come, 
What mult he think, or how would you addreſs him? 
&Rl4AÞNE. 


— 
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| ARIADNE. 
Alas Nerina! you but faintly know, 
The ſad afflition, pent within my breaſt, 
Or ſure, you could not entertain a doubt, 
Encompaſs'd as I am, with ſad diſtreſs, 
There wants a theme of ſorrow, to addreſs him, 
Complaint, muſt ever follow from the wound, 
For which, no healing remedy is found. 
But ſay Nerina, who's the happy maid ? 
Whoſe love, engroſſes his peculiar care: 
Is't not Cleone ? whom I firſt ſuſpected, 
»Twas FRE you ſaid, the public rumour, 
NERINA. 
Becauſe he ſees her, therefore do they name her, 
It fails of proof—does he not Phædra ſee ? 
As well it might be ſaid, he loves your ſiſter, 
ARIADNE. 

Would he had low'd her, then ſhould I have known, 
How, to avert my melancholy fate, 5 
She had inform'd me af his growing paſſion, 
And I had nipp'd it, early, in the bud. 
 NERINA. 

To bribe her truth, would incffeftual prove; 
I know it well—but love with wily art, 

Within the breaſt, in ſecret often lurks, 
Tis poſſible to love, and yet be dumb. 
ARIADNE. 

Shall I ſuſpect my ſiſter, ſhe, whoſe tears 
Preſag'd my grief, when I embark'd from Crete, 

Before I could perſuade her, to conſent, 

To bear me company, and fail for Athens; 
How ſhall I ſpeak her obſtinate refuſal ! 
| |  NERINA, 

Madam, you need not fear, on that account, 

Her tenderneſs, defies the rude attack, 


as 3 


She'd rather die, than ſubject you to grief, 
Angels as ſoon, might abdicate their truth, 
As * prove ungrateful to her ſiſter. 
. ARIADNE. 

1 wiſh to ſee her, notwithſtanding ;. 
Go, ſtraight to Phædra, tell her, I expect her! 
That ſleep, too long arreſts her ſlumb'ring ſenſes, 
And that my pain, is nouriſh'd by her abſence ; 
Her happinefs, conſiſts in ſweet repoſe, | 
Her paſſions, wiſely bounded by indifference ; 
Alas! how much unlike my wretched ſtate, 
She knows no rankling cares—yonder's Perithous. 
Tell Phædra, I require her preſence. — [Exit Nerina. 


Enter PERITHOUS. 


ARIADNE (f Perithous.) | 
May I accept his hand ?—Perithous, ſay ? 
Does Enarus, ſeem earneſtly diſpos'd ? 


And to repair the loſs, my love ſuſtains, ; 


To free my mind, from ſcrupulous reſtraint, 
Is a day fix'd, for Theſeus to be happy? 
| PERITHOUS, 
So late as yeſterday, the king was heard, 
To queſtion 'Theſeus, touthing his intention, 
When he perceiv'd him, ſlacken in his purpoſe, 
A proof, that certain moments there exiſt, 
Wherein, the moſt obdurate feel remorſe, 
And ſad contrition—Theſeus would relent, | 
And begs a further time, for cool diſcuſſion. 
ARIADNE, 

This ſure, partakes not of impatient love, 
After his perjur'd vows, his black deceit, 
And foul inconſtancy—to ſeign delay, 
This ſhould excite ſuſpicion in the breaſt, 


L 63 J 


His treachery, and falſhood I deteſt; v 220 
Added to this, his want of reſolution, ODE > 
At once embarraſſes, and grieves my ſoul, * K 
To lire in doubtful hope, is ſure tormenting. 

PERITHOUS, 


If what is whiſper'd, carries with it truth, 
I ſee an end to Ariadne's pain; 
But poſſibly, the rumour may be falſe. 
ARIADN E, 
How ! Speak, prince! give me ſtraight to underſtand, 
PERITHOUS. 2 
Tis ſaid, that Theſens, has forſaken Naxos: 
Your heart, will then from Love be diſengaged. 
ARIADNE. 3 
What do I hear? Heavens! is it come this? 
Methinks ! I ſee the hand of public ſcorn, 
Already, inſolently rais'd againſt me. — 


* * 


 PERITHOUS. ; 
The news, no doubt, muſt fill you with ſurpriſe. 
| ARIADNE. p 
Theſeus from Ariadne fled |—— | 
— Muſt Ariadne linger out a life, 


Of wretchedneſs, deſpair, and poignant grief ? 
Heavens! do I live, or doth my ſenſe deceive me ? 


Perfidious traitor ! curs'd, inhuman monſter 
But ſure, he could not leave Cleone thus, 
And baſely quit her.— 
PERITHOUS. 

I know not, madam. —— 
But true it is, a veſſel ſaild this night, 
And bears away from port. 

ARIADNE. 

It cannot be 
Beſides the king, had lawn of his departure, 
Perhaps, to more, his purpoſe he had mention d, 
Yet grant it true, need it create ſurpriſe ? 


N. 


What will not perfidy like his effect, 
My love abus'd, my confidence expos'd, 
Heavens ! can I brook to be deſpis'd !—— y 
Enter NERINA, 
ARIADNE., 
What of my ſiſter, will ſhe ſoon be here ? 
How will ſhe be ſurpris'd to hear the news, 
That robs me of my hopes—and, ſhame to tell, 5h 
Compels me, here, to languiſh in deſpair. | 
Gor Theſeus has not leſt me ? 
N ERINA, | 
Madam, I have devoted all my time, 
In due obedience to your late injunction. 
ARIADNE. 
Where did you find him ? good Nerina, ſpeax 
NERINA. 
P've ſearch'd each place, my fancy could ſuggeſt, 
Where twas moſt likely Theſeus ſhould frequent, 
But all in vain—he is not to be found ; \ 
|  ARIADNE. \ 
Not to be found, Nerina 
At ſuch an early hour too, alarms me; 
Each freſh occurrence but renews my fears. 
I fink, in ſtupid admiration loſt, 
And dreading to have ſeen too much, would fain 
My prying eyes, from ev'ry object turn, 
And further obſervation— Say, _—_ news ? 
What does report give out ? 
NERINA. 
Tis ſaid, that Theſeus, favour'd by the night, 
Effected his eſcape from hence. | 
ARIADNE. | 
Oh night! for double darkneſs ch araQter'd, 
An #ra, mark'd for miſery extreme, 
The abſent Phedra, but diſtrats me more: 
But why ſhould Ariadne charge her fiſter ? 
| She is too tender, ones to be ſulpeRed, 
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It ſeems a riddle—haſte to find out Phzdra 

[ am exhauſted, with conſuming care, 

There's room for doubt4 but yet my,eyes require 

Some ſurer proof fear tis now too late. 

My lord, I pray you may forgive my abſence, 

My ſpirits fink, beneath a weight of care 

Whilſt every object fills me with deſpair. [Exeunt, 


SCENE TRS Las Tr. 


ARIADNE, PERITHOUS, and NERINA. 
Enter ARCAS (Ga) 
ARCAS fo PERITHOUS, 


My lord, I aſk your pardon— | | 
This letter is direCted to Perithoas. „ 
Theſeus requir d that I ſhould be the bearer. 

ARIADNE. 

Give it me] muſt inſiſt to ſee it; [Snatches the letter; 
From whence diſpatch'd ? who ſent it? tell me all. 
He's gone too ſure, Nerina! from my eyes, 

Ard this, the cruel harbinger, i is proof. 
Las. 

Not long, an armed bark put into port, 

From whence I bear this letter. 


ARIADNE. | 
Before I read, I dread the ſad confents — 
Let's ſeg the ſuperſcription.— [Reads the letter, 


THESEUS % PERITHOUS. 
« Excuſe my flight, to which my love conſents, 
Jon my fault, forbearing to conſult you, 
« Phædra to join me, kindly condeſcends--- - _ 
© She felt love's flame---ſhe could not ſtem its force 


In pity to her wrongs, protect her iſter,------ . 
« THESEUS,” 


Protect her ſiſter !---Is this his boaſted care ? 
Jo urge my death, and kill me with deſpair ? 
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But who could dream, that Phædra would be falſe ? 
Why did I fondly urge her, to my ruin, 
To be the partner of a fiſter's flight ? 
Helliſh enchantreſs ! thus to change his love, 
Firſt to explore the ſecrets of my ſoul, 
And then with triumph, leave me thus expos'd 
To all the ſtrange adverſities of exile------ 
But ſure, her blood ſhall pay me for her ſcorn |! 
PERITHOUS. 

Madam, amidſt the troubles, which perplex you, - 
And which deſcription fails to repreſent, 
Permit me 

ARTADNE (haſitly.) 

Away, my lord ! Leave me in private, 
Your coming here, was fatal to my peace, 
And now, too ſure, will haſten my deſtruCtion. - 


PERITHOUS. 1 
I ſwear by the Gods !---I am a ſtranger 
ARIADNE. 


Go! bear the welcome news to Enarus: 
Stay you, Nerina, I ſhall want your aid. 


| PERITHOUS. 
The king, will wonder at his ſudden flight. 
"1 ARIADNE. 


Could Theſeus have effected his eſcape, | : 
Without his orders? *tis impoſlible--- | 
Tas a joint ſcheme, to drive me to deſpair, 

The Gods, the king, and you my death conſpire : : 
I pray, my lord, permit me to be private, 


[Exit Peritbous. 
Alas, Nevins! 9 7 | 


NERINA, 
Madam , *tis now too plain 
I pity all the ſorrows you endure, - 
| Then 
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Then what are faith, and honour ? phantoms all, 
To cheat the mind, and to deceive the ſenſe | 
Barbarian! thus to ſport with your misfortunes, 
How muſt your ſoul with inward grief be vex'd! 
ARIADNE., 

The hopes I once conceiv'd, are now no more, 
I am become inſenſible to ſufferings, - 
So great my grief, it paſſes juſt conception, 
He hates me, flies me, and contrives my ruin. 
I thought he might repent, *twas but a dream: 
Who would have thought, to add to my diſtreſs, 
When he indulg'd a paſhon for another, 
Fate had ſtill worſe in ſtore for Ariadne? 
Could not the ties of blood, avert the ſtroke ? 
I am betray'd, inſulted, and deſerted ; 
I neer ſuſpected Phædra would deceive me, 
To whom, without reſtraint, I op'd my ſoul. 
Perfidious maid ! to ſtab a ſiſter's peace.--- 
*Tis plain, I ſaid too much, in my deſpair : 
Now is my vengeance blaſted by imprudence 
I view their flight, with horror and diſtraction. , 
Nerina, haſte, let's follow them to Athens; 
There intercept their hopes---her death alone, 
And that g cruel one, with novel torments, 
Muſt glut my ſharp revenge. 
* , * "NERINA." - 

Madam, be comforted awhile, 
Let not the perturbation of your ſoul, 
Be known to all, .converſant in the palace, 
The walls whereof, re-echo with your cries. 

th ARIADNE, 2 

Entreat me not, Nerina ! 
I care not, who within the palace hears me, | 
I fain would to the world, proclaim my wrongs. 
We find in ſtory, lovers have been wretched, 


1 . 
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We read of faithleſs men, and perjur'd vows, 
But ſay, what miſery can equal mine? 

Did pure affection merit this reward? 

Was it becoming, in a much-lov'd ſiſter ? 

Did I to Athens bend my ſpeedy courſe, 
Perhaps, I ſtill might reconcile his pity, 

We will ſurpriſe him, in the weakeſt point 
If tears can do it, mine ſhall largely flow : 

I love him ſtill——Yet how ſhall I forget, | 
His turpitude, his ignominious flight? 
Perbaps, this moment, at my rival's feet; 


The falſe diſſembler kneels with adoration | 


Heaven's ! do I wake ?—or elſe would fancy kill me at 
Methinks I ſee them join'd in Hymen's bands! 

Hark, how the virgins chant the nupdial bymn f 
Nerina, let me neither hear, nor ſee, 

What wounds fo much, in proſpect, and idea; 

Oh for a dagger ! ſtraight to glut my rage, 

I ſhall run mad my heart can hold no longer. 


Enter ENARUS. . 


ENARUSs. 
Madam, I feel the weight of all your pain, 
Torn from the lap of royalty, and eaſe, 
Betray'd, deſerted, by the man you lov'd, 
Think not I mean to argue with your ſorrow, 
Which time alone, can remedy or heal, 
I come not, to renew my ardent ſuit, 
But to aſſure you of a king's protection, 
To ſhare the grief, that dwells within your boſom, 


And prove my zeal, in Ariadne's ſervice. 


| ARIADNE. 
How ſhall I ſpeak, the gratitude I owe vou! 
1 know your love, and that I pledg'd my faith 7 


7 


f — . ENARUS 
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ENARUS (interrupting her.) 
Baniſh each ſad idea, from your breaſt, 
Sure, Ariadne does not know my heart, 
ly ARIADNE. | 
Alas! my liege, I know my own till leſs. 
_ ENARUS.. 
Gods! how would my foul rejoice, . 
Should Ariadne ceaſe to think of Theſeus, 
And time conſent, to ratify my wiſhes, 
ARIADNE. 
Forget the prince, I lov'd to ſuch exceſs ?; 
I bluſh to own, he holds within my heart, 
Some little empire yet, effect of weakneſs ; 
This ſoft effeminacy, baffles reaſon, 
He merits hatred, tis the traitor's due, 
Yes, Theſeus, tremble for the wrongs I ſuffer, 
Vengeance, and diſappointment urge me on; 


But know, my liege, if it can ought requite, 


The tender zeal, the ſoft concern you boaſt, 


I ſwear by Heaven, by all the Gods that dwell, 


In yon Empyreum, L will keep my word 
The Gods themſelves, ſhall all unite with me, 
In dread conſpiracy againſt the traitor ! 
I ſwear to blot him, from my mind for ever, 
Nor ſhall his penitence, nor tears avail him, 
PERITHOUS. 
Madam, if I dard 
ARIADNE. 
No, Theſeus, it ſhall never be; 
Is it, for perjury like your's, to triumph? 
Think not, my fury ever can be quell'd, 
I have too long, indulg'd this fond affection, 
Too long, lamented my unhappy fate, | 


He braves my forrows—he ſhall grieve in turn— 


— 


sd 
[Kneeling. 
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But where, would paſſion hurry Ariadne? 

What folly, thus to threaten to the winds ? ne” 
Theſeus, is now too far remov'd, to hear me— 

He taſtes the ſweets of new- inſpir'd Love, 

And free from danger riots in his tranſports. .. | 
Let us, my liege, to Athens bend our courſe, >» 
Quick, let us bring deſtruction, by our preſence. | 
Phzdra, thro' you, deliver'd to my fury, 

Shall ſate my deadly vengeance, with her blood, 
So let the day, with horror be diſtinguiſh'd, 
Appeaſe my rage—no obſtacle remains 


The King may claim my hand, in juſt return. 


ENARUS., 

Let us conſult, with all becoming caution, 
The neceflary meaſures, ere we go; 
Then, madam, ſhould it needful be 

ARIADNE ( paſſionately. } 

Conſult with due precaution !—my deſpair 
Brooks not, the cold expedient of delay, 

Since I'm by all abandon d, there remains [Draws a dagger. 
One way to rid me of this weight of care— 
[Enarus goes between. 


You will not ſtop me ſure—'tis cruel—oh !—oh |! 
[ Stabs herſelf. 


Support me, good Nerina! — 


I feel the clay - cold hand of rigid death. 


A chilling damp, the pulſe of life arreſt 
My ſenſes fail—methinks in dread confuſion, 
Succeſſive viſions, float before mine eyes! 

I want the ſtrength, to raiſe thoſe orbs of light, 
Which once, perſpicuous nature could take in— 
The pangs of fad deſpair, will ſoon be over— 
Borne on the wings of peace, and ſure content, 
My flitting ſpirit, ſeeks more bliſsful realms — 
If you would wiſh, to mitigate my pain— 


1 


In mercy to my weakneſs, let me die _ 
No more I ll tempt the ſcorn of cruel Theſeus— 
But, Phædra too !—oh !—oh! Dies. 
ENARUS. b 
She blooms no more I fear her debt is paid, 
Quick bring aſſiſtance, to th expiring maid— 
. I ſee no remedy—all help is vain— . 


It may encreaſe, but not remove her pain. 
[Turning to the audience, 


From Ariadne's fate we hence may fee, _ 

Love to be conſtant, ever ſhould be free ; 8 
Eſteem, and Love, a different courſe purſue, 

Eſteem may flatter Love alone ſubdue.— [Exeunt omnes: 


* 


EPILOGUE. 


. * 
* o 
” wu 


E N I. L o. G U F. 


SPOKEN IN THE CHARACTER OP ARIADNE. 


1T may ſeem Arange, that I, who juſt but now, 
Expreſsd ſuch grief, on my deſponding brow, 


Should here fland forth, alive, and all as ever, 


Quite found in heart and ery way fo clever. 
»Tis all Dramatic fiions as you ſee, 

Me are not always, what wwe ſeem tobe; 
The myſlery is eaſy ta explain ; 

We live to die, and die to live again 4 
 Methinks! I hear a murmur from on High, 
Below ill heaves the partly-ſmother'd figh, 
A truce to grief, ſweet tender-hearted lady, 

Neve had a quantum ſuſſicit already. 
Lain would cheat you of a dimpled ſmile, 
And frankly give you counſel for awhile. 
Why could not Ariadne ſlay in Crete? 
Why fo impatient why fo indiſcreet ? 

An arrant romp, ſcarce out of leading- rings, 
Packs herſelf off in ſearch of foreign things; 
Braves dll the dangers, of the faithleſs ſea, 
And, fer a diſtant kingdom, harks away! 
Like any leiden, ads the truant's part, 
Twas cruel ſure, to break a father's heart, 
Ye fair, in all your ſaft amours be flow, 

Love at firſt fight, be cautious. to beflow, 

Conſult papa, before your heart conſents, 

Nor madly venture en experiments , 

You need not then, to foreign countries roam, 


You'll find enough of conflant lads at home. 
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